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MUSICAL NUMBERS 


LA VILLE INCONNUE 
MON MANEGE A MOI 
L’ACCORDENONISTE 
HYMNE A L’AMOUR 
LA BELLE HISTOIRE D’AMOUR 
NON, JE NE REGRETTE RIEN 
LES TROIS CLOCHES 


ACT ONE 

SCENE ONE 


A bare stage. A MIDDLE-AGED MAN, in a dinner jacket, 
enfers and approaches the central microphone . 

Manager. ( Mutters into the microphone.) One two, three 
.. ,(To audience.) Ladies and gentlemen.. .ladies and gentle¬ 
men, I give y ou.. . your own.. .Piaf! 

He gestures to the wings, with a glance off, and exits. Musical 
Intro LA VIE EN ROSE. There is a perceptible pause, 
but then PIAF appears. She makes it to the microphone, 
murmurs the name of composer and lyricist, and starts to 
sing LA VIE EN ROSE. She gets to the third Une ùf the 
song ... sways ... and slurs to a haït. She stvays, staring 
ont in an unfocused tvay at the audience . The Music stops. 
The MANAGER enfers, and tries to assist her off. She 
resists, holding on to the microphone, and getting nasty. 

Piaf. Get off! Get your fucking hands off me. I aint done 
nothing yet! 

There is a brief, undtgnified struggle. 

BLACKOUT 
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SCENE TWO 


The Cluny Club .. . outside the Cluny Club * . . and down left 
left an area with a sagging bed denoting PIAF and 
TOINE’s room. 

The young PIAF enfers, and starîs to juggle, near the steps 
to the Cluny Club. A MAN enters, apart from her, and 
his mate ties him up in a canvas bag, with chains. From 
their thank-yous and acknowledgements it is apparent that 
they are attracting a crotvd. PIAF is not. She tries a tum- 
ble, unsuccessfully. She pulls faces at her rival, indicates 
that his act is rubbish. But his mate looms. 

She is stumped. She begins to hum La Vie En Rose. She 
begins to sing, turning a Utile, with the joie de vivre of 
youth, încreasing her voice to full throat for the hell of it, 
with a jeering gesture at her rival. To her amazement 
someone gives her some money. 

LOUIS LEPLEE, the oumer of the club, appears . He is 
middle-aged, wears a long, smart overcoat, hat, silver- 
topped cane, white silk searf, gloves, with his hoir well- 
brilliantined. He pauses, tn the shadows, to listen, lights up, 
tapping his cigarette on his silver cigarette case thought- 
fully. The escapist, having lost his audience, leaves in dis- 
gust. PIAF, eyes shining as she mimes reacting to receiv- 
ing money, sings up lustily. She sees Leplee, grabs up the 
money quickly to be away, but he restreins her . 

Piaf. Get your fucking hands off me, I aint done nothing. 
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Leplee. Ail right, kid . .. ali right! 

Piaf. Oh. Sorry guv. ( cheekây) What can I do for you? 
( This makes him laugh aloud . ) No, well, if Fd knew you was 
coming Fd hâve shaved my legs. 

Leplee. Never mind the legs . . . where did you get that 
big voice? 

Piaf. Its only so*s they can hear me over the traffic. 

Leplee. How long hâve you been singing? 

Piaf. Coupla minutes, thats ail. 

Leplee. (assessing her shrewdly) Extraordlnary. 

Piaf. I said sorry! 

He turns to go into the club, but glances back, then gestures 
her to him with a head movement. She looks behind to 
make sure he means her, then makes towards him in mock 
résignation, with a silly, self-conscious grin at the audience. 
We see them in silhouette, talking, but the music cornes 
up, drowning conversation as he gives her sorne money. 

Light change . Lights up on Piafs room. PIAF crosses, 
fust ahead of TOINE who enters, throws her large black 
sateen thirties clutch bag on the bed and sits heavily, 
taking off her shoes and massaging her feet, wincing. 

Piaf. Here Toine, guess what! 

Toine. Buzz off. 

Piaf. Wassa matter with you? 

Toine. Fucking pimp’s had me on that corner. I thought my 
bleeding toes would burst. I haven't seen more than a couple 
of fellers ail night. .. hes gotta change my shift. 

Piaf. Here, listen — 

Toine. Him with his bloody favourites — think I don’t know? 
Piaf. Listen! You re never going to — 

Toine. That fat Helene, sits in the fucking caff half the 
time, Fm not gonna stand for it — 

Piaf. This bloke ... ! 

Toine. (irritable) What? 

Piaf. It’s me big chance — you know, like on the movîes . . , 
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Toine. ( baffled ) Eh? 

Piaf. This bloke cornes up to me — hey! remember what 
the fortune teller told us — ! 

Toine. Hang on ... 

Piaf. Y ou remember! I was standing outside the Cluny 
Club, singing — 

Toine. Singing? 

Piaf. Yeah, you know ... for a lark . .. Tm just getting going 
when up he cornes . . . real swell . . . top hat, silk scarf, silver 
cane, the lot. Next thing I know he asks me inside. 

Toine. lyly! 

Piaf. Toine, you ve never seen nothink like it — white table- 
cloths, little velvet chairs with gold tassels, anything I wanted 
to drink — 

Toine. H ah, I get it — another fucking funny, Christ he 
must be hard up ... here, can you see any crabs? 

Piaf. (Looks perfunctorily. ) No, listen! He says to me, he 

says “YouVe got a good voice, kid ... ” 

Toine. Hah! 

Piaf. Shut up.,,. M I want you. (She fixes TOINE with 
m magnetic State. ) ... “I want you to star in mv club*! Watcha 

think of that! 

Toine. Oh Christ, she’s away. 

Piaf. ItYtrae! 

Toine. Ede — 

Piaf, Look m not saying he*s young or good-looking or 
anything — 

Toine. Ede, hâve you gone off your head or something? 

Piaf. I keep tiying to tell you! (Het rage subsides as she 
concédés the unUkeUness of the taie . ) He wants me to siog . . 
in Ms show. Cluny Club. 

Toine. Where ail the swells go? Get away. 


But PIAF is counting the money . 

Toine. Listen... where did you get that? 
Piaf- He gave it me.. bonest For nothing! 
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They both look ai the money, baffled. TOINE shakes her head 
slowly . 

Toine. Nah. (PIAF waits patiently for the verdict. ) Nah . . 
sounds funny ta me. Look, kid, I wouldn’t hâve nothing to do 
wiv it. H es got a littîe business going, hes short of girls — 

( She laughs. ) .. . haha, hahaha .. he must be! 

Piaf. Speak for your bloody self! 

Toine. ( threatening ) Get off. 

PIAF bocks away prudently . Hiatus, She scuffs moodily .. . 
picks up the dress TOINE has taken off . 

Toine. ( without raising her eyes from her magazine ) It’s 
too big for yuh. 

PIAF hums moodily, ruining TOINE*s efforts to read. She 
puis down her book tdth a martyred sigh. 

Toine. Oh ail right. You can hâve this. ( She proffers her 
purple scarf. ) 

Piaf. Thanks! ( She arranges it around her neck. ) Here, donT 
laugh. He told me to hâve a bath .. wash me hair. 

They laugh, jeering. 

Toine. Tell you what, though. (She finds a comb in her 
bag, tidies PI AF*s hair, arranges a spitcurl on her forehead. ) 
That’s better — we-ell, you wanna look deeent. 

Piaf. Thanks. (She makes to go. Pauses. ) 

Toine. (without looking up from her book) OK, what is 
it now? 

Piaf. Can I hâve a lend of your handbag? 

Toine. No. 

But PIAF knows the value of fidgeting. TOINE grinds her 
teeth, hurls the bag at her. 
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Piaf. Thanks! 

She tucks the unsuiiably large poche under her arm and struts 
off proudly, caming TOÏNE to grin . 

Toine. Take it easy, squirt. (To the audience, tired.) Well, 
eau t be for the fucking singlng, can it — he can hear that for 
nothing in the Street Itll be the twinkling lights of old Tangier 
for you, I shouldnl doubt. ( She picks up her things and goes. ) 

Music. 


SCENE THREE 

The Cluny Club. Chairs on tables. PIANIST strums, PAPA 
LEPLEE watts with his MANAGER. PIAF runs on. 

Papa. You’re late. 

Piaf. Sorry. 

Papa. ( Looks at her, ihen, to MANAGER.) Ee-dith. Well 
hâve to do better than that 
Manager. What about the one you said before? 

P apa. Tich?.. .Nipper?.. .what was it? 

Manager. Tich Sparrow. 

PIAF, now sprawhd on the top of the piano, rears up in 
hotrot... 

Papa. What do you think? 

Manager. Sali right No good goâng for something gîam- 
orous. 

Piaf. Whaddya mean? 

Papa. The litfle sparrow ... La Mome Piaf . . . The Kid 
Spano w ... Piaf ... 


PIAF mimes being sick over the piano keys. 
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Manager. Piaf,.. 

Piaf. Piaf? What sort of a name s that? 

(she roars) 

Papa. Better then Edith Gassîcm. Ifs not a stage name, kid! 
Piaf. Oh. Oh! Well... I know .. . what about Lola del Sol? 
Manager. Piaf — yeah, that s OK. 

Piaf. Zozine Héliotrope ... Claudette Cunningham? ... 
Papa. (Trying it out .) Piaf.. .Piaf.. .Piaf.. .Piaf?... (With 
conviction, ) Piaf! 

Piaf. Désiree de la Renta... Desiree! 

Papa. Piaf. 

Piaf. (Leaps down in jury.) Piaf? Where am I going to 
get with a name like that? 

Leplee. Sing. 

She goes to the microphone, begins to sing LES MOMES 
tastefully, in a ladylike manner. The others burst out laugh- 
ing. She stops, confused and hundliaied . 

Papa. No, no kid. Not like that. Sing the way you were sing- 
ing in the Street. Rougher ... I want it rougher. 

The MANAGER and the PIANIST exchange shrugs. What 
does the Boss xvant with this squirt? But PIAF sings the 
song lustily. The MANAGER and LEPLEE exchange a 
glance, the MANAGER conceding — not bad . He and the 
PIANIST go, EMIL, a good-looJdng young waiter, sets a 
table. 

Leplee. OK, kid. OK. 

Piaf. ( Not sure what he means . ) Yeah? 

Papa. Are you hungry? 

Piaf. Not 'alf. ( She crosses to table, set for dirmer, sits. Then 
she sips delicately from the finger bowl. EMIL guffaws. ) 

Piaf. What’s the matter? 

Emil. Thats the finger bowl, scruff — it s for washing yer 
ands. 
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Piaf. Where’s the soap? Ali right, dever œck. Seen me drink 
-now you can watch me piss. ( She does so. And marches off, 
to PAPA LEPLEE’s laughter.) 

Light change. Loto light. PAPA stocks a last chair. A noise. 
He jumps, alarmed. And sees PIAF at a distance. 


Papa. Oh, ifs you. I thought you’d pushed off . . what do 
you want? 

Piaf. I thought youd want to see me. 

Papa. What for? Corne on, I’m tired, I’ve had a long day. 

Piaf. Up to you, innit? 

Papa. What do you mean? 

Piaf. I thought you might wanna - well, after ail, I mean . . 
you did give me my big break -1 mean, it’s OK by me. 

Papa. What? 

Piaf. Well you must hâve done it for something. If you want 
sucking off or anything, just say the word — no sldn off my 

Papa, (dry) Oh . . I see. Are you ready, my dear? (But 
addressed to EMIL, who appears, bearing PAPA’s coat, hat, 
scarf. He robes him reverently. PAPA puis his arm across the 
boys shoulders. EMIL smiles, malevolent.) As you see. .little 


■txAF. Oh. Oh! 


--. . . wny dint you say! 

affectionate and familiar dig in the ribs ) 

Papa. ( To EMIL. ) What do you think? 
Emil. ( shrugs ) They seemed to like her 
can hear her over the cutlery. 


{hrte gtves him an 


at least you 


PAPA and EMIL leave .. PIAF crosses. 


SCENE FOUB 

The Street. The music is UN SALE PETIT BROUILLARD. 
riAb is gettmg it from a LEGIONNAIRE. 

Soldier. And sun and sand and sea and sand and sand and 
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s and and sand and sea... (PIAF simulâtes noisy and pyous 
ecstasy. )... and Aies, flies, fies, flies, files! 

Toine. (enters) Ede! Ede, is that you? We can hear you half 
way down the Street, you're s’posed to be down tihe Club, 
Papa’s screaming bine murder! 

Piaf. Hey, Toine . * cop on to tins, will you? (Disengaging 
herself. ) 

Toine. What, for nothing? 

Piaf. Do ns a faveur .. Tm pegged ont. 

Toine. Oh ail right. But not for nothing. 

He pays . She takes over. 

Piaf, (going) Hesalégionnaire. 

Toine. Oh, why din’t you say? ( She livens it up a bit. ) 

Soldier. And sea and sand and sand and sea and sand and 
sand and... 

Toine. What's he on about? 

Piaf. He’s a fuclcing Algerian! 

Toine. Oh. Hang on . . hang on . . . holdee on a bittee, 
matey — here, you wouldn*t like to lie down, would you . . only 
I got bad feet, see? 

Lights down on TOINE and LEGIONNAIRE as PIAF crosses 
to PAPA , who sits at a table drinking brandy . She throws 
herself on his lap. 

Papa, (as he sees her) YouVe late! Steady on, my head’s 
not too good. 

Piaf. You know your trouble, too much of the other. 

Papa. You're a familiar little devil. Youre going to hâve 
to settle down, you know, if you want to make something of 
yourself.. you won’t always hâve me. 

Piaf, (cheeky) Why, where you going? 

Papa. I don t know, Fve been feeling a little odd for the 
last two days. 

Piaf. A little who? 

Papa, (laughs) I should miss you. Ever get nightmares? 
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Piaf. Nah. 

about “ y "° ther lKt «**■ She 

p ^ you ’ ^ ne took One look and pissed off. 
fapa. Ail on your own, are you? 

littlegir/once^^ ^ Caswl a ^ eTt ^ ou ^ t ) I did hâve a 

Papa, (surprised) You? 

Piaf. Yeah. Cunts. 

Papa. I beg your pardon? 

P* 9 ? 1 ® l00kin § ^ her. Only never told me! 

I w^unïZ T ad Said “ Hey> d yOU ^ y° ur ^d’s ill?” 

“Ew new it’c ** Same week ’ they woul dn‘t let me in — 

o’clock thk ™ “ n T venient > “Yway, shes dead, died six 

reminiscewe °xl ë ' h ? VÜlg **“* in f 0 ™ 1 

know something? Whp 6 ^ a rea J. old P unch U P- Hey, did you 
sliding aboîï Wh p6 ° pIe die they §° aU stiffl She was 
hSJTe ÎS * 1116 end * • ta * «bout shove- 

reminiscence But if fraca f ! fn f 0 ™ 1 

away fro^her)Ul t *° ** ûZm 

bitof her 'hidr.fL^ockrt unreasonable - 1 onî y wanted a 

He looks dotai at her, then tums, moving even further away. 

^and EDDIE ^” W t0 her three fnends, JACQUES 
irritably. JACQUES, who throws her off 

FÎT?Ow^Hev^Pan? ^ ^ He , twists arm crueüy.) 
^PProaehes; g* a dnnk. (PA^A 

( JACQUES digsher ;„X -i \^ e * • • “d Ettle Louis 
Louis? g m the nhs ‘î Wba ‘ do you think of little 

get Ernil togive youTiiîk^ LOWs -) Not just now. I’U 
Jacques. Busy counting the taking, eh Papa? 
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Papa, (jovial) Never you mind about tfaat 
Eddie. Go on, you must be rolling in it 
Papa. Thats what they ail think. 

PAPA takes another look at LOUIS. The others move away dis - 
creetly but PIAF blows i% in a moment of panic. 

Piaf. (returning) Hey . . hey, dyou hear the story about 
the man with cock trouble? 

They turn on her murderously . 

Jacques. ( To PIAF. ) Shut up. 

Piaf. (Unable to stop.) He goes to the chemist and says 
“Look, there’s something the matter with my cock”.. .no, 
listen and the chemist says “For fuck’s sake, man, canY you see 
I got a shop full of ladies, youll do me out of business” Ah.. 
“Take these tablets three times a day and if you hâve to 
corne back for Christ’s sake call it your elbow.” So he cornes 
back the next week and the chemist says ‘“Tablets any good, 
how’s your elbow?” And he says “Oh, much better, but I still 
cant piss out of it”! 

She shrieks with laughter. PAPA laughs and goes . . The 
moment has been lost . Music of LA VILLE INCONNUE. 

Jacques. ( Grabbing her.) You messed it up, didn’t you? 

Piaf. Never. 

Jacques. Ail right, where‘d you say he kept it? 

Piaf. What? 

Jaques. His money, you twat. .the cashbox! 

Eddie. Edie, look, why don’t you and me get together . .eh? 
Piaf, (drunk) Yeah .. 

Eddie. What about poor little Louis here, though? 

Jacques. Does he keep it in his room? 

Eddie. Little Louis could go up there, proposition him .. you 
never know, might work out, then you and me can enjoy 
ourselves. 
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Piaf. Yeah. 

Music. 

Jacques. Where’s the safe, you bitch? 

They hiZ°rnnT? he direction °f PAPA - PIAF makes to foUow 

A^ptaIT* ° Ut , ü restrainin ë hand, then melts aivay. 
A shot. PIAF sits, whitefaced, at the table. 

PIAF sings LA VILLE INCONNUE. 


SCENE FIVE 

PIAF and POLICE INSPECTOR. 

(PIAF E RdHt, C ° m h and down ' Let me see..ah..Edith. 
\ r ^-f pagets, as he writes.) Name? 

iaf. You got it. ( nodding at his papers) 

righT EdSTcl^^ ^ ^ deCideS t0 be That ’ s 

h GassIon • ' • known a s La Morne Piaf, (t vriting it 

doneZolTn^ *** ““ 1 SU ^ sed to *“ve done. .1 ain’t 
Inspector. Address? 

Piaf. Haven’t got one. 

Inspector. No fixed address? 

Piaf. I ain’t done nothing — 

mintTn-° R ' What was your involve- 

Piaf. Eh? 

Inspector. ( Sudden frontal hark 1 Whoe • t 

ment in the Leplee affair? ° What was >’ our mvolve- 
Piaf. What? 

Inspector. Name? 

Piaf. Oh Christ. 

Inspector. I seriousïy advise you to co-operate. 
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Piaf. I aint done nothing! 

Inspector. That is what I am here to find ont. ( slight 
pause) Fathers occupation? 

Piaf. Street acrobat. And businessman. 

Inspector. What was your relationship with the deceased? 

Piaf. Who? 

Inspector. With Louis Leplee. 

Piaf. Oh, he weren’t no relation of mine. He was a big shot! 

Inspector. You were with Leplee the night he was mur- 
dered. 

Piaf. Not only me.. other people. 

Inspector. Including friends of yours. 

Piaf. People I know, y es. 

Inspector. (showing her a paper) These nam es? You were 
seen together. 

Piaf. Just having a laugh. 

Inspector. Planning to rob your patron, Louis Leplee? 

Piaf. No! 

Inspector. You told them where he kept his money? 

Piaf. In his room. ( And could bite her tongue ont) 

Inspector. You told them. 

Piaf. TheyASKEDme! 

Inspector. Edith Gassion, I ask you, formally.. .what was 
your implication in the Leplee affair? 

He stands over her, slappîng his leg lighily with his right 
hand . 

Piaf. I aint done nothing! (He slaps her face. ) Leave me 
alone. .he was my guvnor.. .he give me my big break, Tm 
not gonna want to — (He hits her again.) .. .Fm. .Im not 
gonna do him in, am I? (He hits her again. This time she 
breaks down, sobbing noisily. )... I keep seeing him... with his 

face, .ail over his chops.. .ail_ (She continues to sob. Then 

it subsides. She pulls herself together with a tremendous effort, 
squints up at him mutinously.) I ain*t done nothing. (He goes. 
PIAF relaxes bock in her chair. She looks round idly, as if in a 
cett .. .stretches out her legs , then her arms. She blows air 
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unhurr ied .. .hums part of MON MANEGE 
A MOI (TU ME FAIS TOURNER LA TETE), turnîng her 
body to the sound.) Ahh. What a shame. What a shame. 

( murmured) 

FOINE bursts in carrying a newspaper. She is foüowed on by 

O-ti AGENT. 

Toine. Ede, yourefamous! 

Piaf. ( bewildered ) What’s going on? 

Agent. Is this her ?! 

Toine. Yeah! 

Piaf. What? 

Agent God_ Almighty. Oh well. Listen, nipper, youre 
l° in \ a ? uest a PP earar >ce tonight.. .Pickup Club, 
u i 0W er ,î^ e ® ^e P a P® r » that’s what we want... 
ofttog .g°u t ?' e W “ h ■ - ménagé a t»i s ...that »rt 

Piaf. What s it ail about? 

Toine. There! ( Points to article in the newspaper. ) 

Piaf. ( reads)’ I danced the tango with Adolf Hitler ... 

GandW ’ th . ere ';- (S/!e reads '-î <Club s “g e r in Aileged 
Gangland Slaymg ... they think you done him in! 

SimTh^ BUt they Ca T nt ? rove “y^infe youre in the clear. 
Mgn there - corne on, I ain t got ail day. 

Piaf. What’s he talking about? 

Toine. Go on, Ede. ( Urging her to sign.) 

Piaf. ( to AGENT ) Push o£F! 


The AGENT hits her in the face, lihe the INSPECTOR . 


Agent. Now listen squirt. You — 
you re money you’ll do as I say. 

Piaf. Who says so? 


are money. And whlle 


“ W sle%^ e %T^ anddUmpS ^ r ^ 
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Agent. Here’s five hundred. Get yourself toffed up. I want 
you soignée, sophisticated, and élégant. Oh, and get rid of 
that. (He points to TOINE.) 

Toine. What do you mean, Fm her partner — anyway, 
wheres that fifty you promised me? (He gœs .) How mueh? 

PIAF counts, then examines a note . 

Piaf, (awed) Hey.. .hey... 

She suddenly smocks herself in the face with the money, letting 
it fly . 

Toine. What you doing! ( She setambles about , picMng up 
the money feverishly. ) What you wanna do that for? 

Piaf. OK.. .quick, lefs push off before hesobers up. 

Toine. No. . .look... 

Piaf. You nuts or something? He s gonna be back, bloody 
cops on his tail — 

Toine. Neow! No...hes working for YOU...didnt you 
get it? 

Piaf. Eh? 

Toine. He’s your AGENT! 

Piaf. What! 

Toine. Well he says he is. Once he knows you can’t smg... 
but while it lasts... 

Piaf. ( warming ) Yeah. 

Toine. We could BUY things! 

Piaf. Yeah...nah, he’s gone daft, pinched it out the tiîl, 
he^Il be in the wagon by now. 

Toine. Look, he bought me a brandy. For nothing! You re 
in the papers, Ede. ;.youre famous! 

Piaf. Yeah? 

Toine. Yeah. 

Piaf. Right. (She splits the money , g ives half to TOINE.) 
Toine. Thanksü 

Piaf. Fm gonna get myself one of those little black skirts 
with the diamond panel down the front. Nice little blouse... 
ten blouses... 
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heT ^!tv sh r:\r h ecsta - sy - ] The *» FW 

hlnu^Z 1 }', 1 Sha ï Squeeze time > beloved, until then. (He 
blows fier a délicate kiss and goes. ) ( 

the > matter < with you?^ ^ St0mach cram P*-) Whats 
Toine. My stomach feels like a box of budgies. 

diAwf' u-' oÏÏ, (But ecsta$ y werwhelms her again.) No 

tSw 11 ™ ?Th r eyeS -- like a^opfuIofiri S e S ê .. * ’ 

l oine. (in dtscomfort ) Ooh! 

place-dirl Chnst ;;u y0u : d Sp0iI an y thin g- And look at this 
p ace did you get the vol au vents? 

Toine. Forgot. 

ke^vo Jï 0 ^ 1235 ^ GitaneS and a packet of Cream Crac- 
« gonna hâve to pull your socks up mate I dont 

sAakes^e 11 ^ 11 ^ 0 ? ^ StyIe ’ ^ y0u get the P e anuts? ( TOINE 

toi. I M to il i f/r' re “ •* the hlA 

do ail the Ale tog* 1 

Toine. Sony, I been a bit off colour. 

AU you doNs^ît ° nly \ you kn0w > 1 must bave some reliability. 

and smoldns •* ,he 

Toine. Sony. 

ol W’^LV ‘ S t e lS Ü ëhtly emba rrassed in her new rôle 

ti Gw cAr a h " , \ IWs "»« to life than doughout* 

U gj A y ? W ' (S “‘ she a,nn °‘ oo^ai» he, 

L ACCORDlOmSTE FAUL^r^ <» 

Ae crosses, end benÈ'octïL \, M ^ ‘“ ' ' and 

At this end of the ton a h ■ ^ ta ^ e > ^nging into his face. 

quiek feel. He extricates him^H t0 g [ eet her - Sfle ë ives him a 
tosee if they hâve been 'obsewed.T * “ l0oJdng 

Paul, (furious hiss) Piaf!. 

Piaf. ( innocence ) What’s'the matter? 

to be touched - 

Pjaf." Me £2“ "" re °™ r * he t0 P a bit - 
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Paul. Piaf, your private life is your private life. Don’t mix 
it. 

Piaf. Corne on, they love me singing to you... everybody 
knows! (She heaves a happy sigh .) I used to see meself off 
every night on tour, dreaming about you in that blue dressing 
gown. 

Paul. Piaf, your voice! 

Piaf. Oh Christ, nothing’s right. I wish I was back with 
Toine and the boys. 

Paul. You dont hâve to stay in the gutter just because 
you were bom there. 

Piaf. I feel out of place! Fm doing like what you said... 
trying to be a lady... (She becomes aicare of her own voice, 
and shrivels in her seat. )... Sony, love... 

Paul. After ail... (Takes a fastidiuos sip from his gloss,) 

... After ali, they don’t want rubbish at the... 

Piaf, (screams) The ABC? The ABC? You rogue.. .you 
devil! He never said! Hes bloody gone and done it and you 
never said! Is it true? Hâve I got it? The ABC? No.. .1 don’t 
believe it.. .(But he leads her to the microphone. She sings 
L ’ACCORDEONISTE. At the end, the MANAGER runs on 
and PIAF réalisés that there is something wrong. ) Arrêtez ... 
stop, stop the music. 

The MANAGER crosses to the microphone. 

Manager. Ladies and gentlemen.. .ladies and gentlemen 
...countrymen.. .countrywomen.. .1 hâve to tell you... it is 
war.. .war! 

He breaks momeniarily into a large white handkerchief. PIAF, 
excited, grabs the microphone . 

Piaf. Bloody Boche.. .not a good prick among em and 
I shouldknow... 

Manager. Piaf, please! Ladies and gentlemen. In this solemn 
moment in the history of our — 
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They do it ail by numbers 


Piaf. (crowding the mike) 
you know! 

Manager. Piaf, Iet go of the mike.. .ladies and gentlemen 
« * • our National Ànthem... 

Piaf, (to the tune of KING FAROUK) ‘Make em squit, 
make em puke, hang their bollocks on a hook 

Manager, (losing his cool) Look, wffl you shut your 
fucking mouth.. .IVe got the fucking King of Rumania over 
there! ( He aies as he réalisés that he is on sound. ) 


SCENE SIX 

PIAF s apartment. Sumptuous whorehouse fumiture. TOINE 
enters, wearing clothes in the style of France in the forties. 
Skirts to theknee, huge hat, a sling bag, square-shouldered 
smt and icedge heeled shoes. PIAF foliotas her on, remôves 
a hottle of whisky from under her coat and puis it on a 
a tray with two glasses . 

Toine. Yeah, he said he couldn’t corne on account of me 

not havmg big tits .he said if I had big tits he could corne 
whenever he wanted. 

Piaf. Give him the push. 

f J° IN f • F ^ n y> 1 Ji , ke Usually I only like men with big 
teet.. -hey, that s real whisky, where’d you get it? 

PIAF gestures, tantàlising. 

Toine. Is it a célébration or something.. .1 know.. .some- 
body s havmg a birthday upstairs. 

Piaf. It s nothing to do with Madame and the girls . 

ivJrfr ' ' ■^? e n n »V;t e c P y ° Ur shut and messing 

alwut. (Two GERMANS enter and click heels.) Help your- 

selves... ( Gestures whisky.). . .make yourselves comfortable. 
The GERMANS fall with delight on the whisky. 
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Toine. (cross) I wondered what you wanted me for. 

Ist Boche. Mademozelle Piaf, you are — gut singer! 

2nd Boche. Fabel hov! (He makes the girls jump .} 

Ist Boche. You are first wiz me. My friend also. We are 
seeing you in Amsterdam in '37. 

Piaf, (politely) No shit? 

The SECOND BOCHE, having no French, murders a PIAF 
song. The GIRLS grimace puzzlement. 

Piaf, (interrupting) Yeah, well, wish we could offer you 
some grub.. .something to eat. Only we ain’t got nothing. 
Nothing to eat.. .skint.. .hungry. (She makes chewing mo¬ 
tions. TOINE points graphically into her mouth.) 

Ist Boche. Yali, supplies are very short. We, too, are eut 
in the rations. (TOINE sniggers. PIAF digs in an elbow to 
quieten her. ) 

Piaf. Arendt you in the catering coips then? I thought you 
two were in the catering corps? (The SECOND BOCHE, 
sensing a hitch, asks the FIRST BOCHE, in German, the 
problem. The FIRST BOCHE says he doesnt know whether 
the girls know theyre in the catering corps or whether it 
would he better to say they were Afrïka corps and keep the 
food to fall back on. PIAF snatches back his whisky. The 
SECOND BOCHE mutters ‘get the grub, get the grub\ ) 
Share and share alike, thafs our motto, mate. 

The SECOND BOCHE re-iterates *get the grub\ 

Ist Boche. Ach, I am the small gîft forgetting! ( Lumbers 
off, staggers back under HUGE crate of food...A German 
sausage sticking out . ) 

2nd Boche. ( plunging in with both hands and bringing up 
two two-pound jars of bottled peaches ) Gut... gut? 

Piaf. (coolly ) Gut. 

Toine. (rabid) Gut!! (The SECOND BOCHE takes off his 
belt, kneels to join TOINE who is already at the peaches. ) 

Piaf. Hang on. Why don*t you two boys pop upstairs — 
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Madame and the girls are dying to give you a good time! 
Ist Boche. ( jacket àlready unbuttoned ) Oh but we was 

thinking.„. 

Pïaf. (awesome dignity ) Oh no. No, no. Me any my friend 
nottee whorees! We only live here because the old slag upstairs 
gets coal and grab off the Boche.. .1 mean, our German allies 
... er — 

Toine. Sos we don’t freeze to death. (The dîsappointed 
GERAfANS are thrust out, arguing to each other heatedly. The 
girls shriek and faU on the tins .) ( mouth full) Tve never seen 
so much grab in me life! Tinned peaches! 

Piaf . Hey, don t be so fucking greedy! 

Toine. Fve only had two bits. 

Piaf. You Ve had three! 

Toine. I haven’t! 

Tfmy pull the jar between them . GEORGES runs on, holding 

on to his trousers. 

Georges. ( furious ) Did you send those bloody Boche up¬ 
stairs? 

Piaf. Christ, I forgot it was Monday. 

Toine. What? 

Piaf. She lets the Résistance in for nothing. 

Toine. What s happened to your mates? 

Georges. Gone out the window. I hope that bloody glass 
roof holds. 

A sound of smashing glass. Ending in a tinkle. 

Toine. ( Slight pause. ) They’ve fallen through. 

Georges. Sharp as ever, Einstein. 

Piaf . Oh, d’you want the photos? 

Georges. What photos? 

Piaf. The pictures.. .of me with the boys, you twit... 
from the prison camp. ( She hands them to him.) You nearly 
got us into trouble.. .Jerry started getting nasty. 

Toine. Yeah, tell him where we hid the film! ( She cacldes.) 
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Georges. . ( riffling through shots ) These are no fucking 
good. 

Piaf. Why not? 

Georges. .They’re al! smiling, aren’t they? We need mug 
shots. Youll hâve to go again. 

Piaf, (groans) Oh Christ. 

Georges. Get your agent to fix another tour — as far as 
Jerry’s concerned you’re clean. I want plenty of pictures with 
the boys, but steady face shots... and for Christ s sakes eut 
the funny stuff. There’s half a million Frenchmen behînd 
wire... how we s’posed to spring "em without papers? 

Piaf. Ail right, ail right. 

Georges. Well don’t fuck about — ifs peoples’ lives! 

Piaf. I know. 

Georges. Fine bloody way to win a war. 

Toine. We got to eat. 

Piaf. ( Giving him a générons bag of the tins ) More than 
one way of winning, love. 

Georges. Fuck ’em to death, you mean? ( He goes.) 

Toine. How many you give him? 

A MÀN tries to enter. 

Man. Hello, my lovelies... you gonna give me a good tfme? 
Piaf. ( hconic ) Pissoff. 

Toine. ( loconic ) You heard. 

Man. fm a Wholesale butcher, love! Now you Ve not going 
to tum down a niœ boy in the méat business, are you now? 

Toine. (heïping herself ïiberalîy to tins) Oh well, time 
I was getting back anyway, Ede — you know, the war effort. 

She goes off with the méat mon , his hond on her behînd . 

Piaf. { kughs } Honest, what youl do for a bit of offal. 
(GEORGES enters. ) The answers no - oh, ifs you. 

Georges. I thought, seetng as hcrw I was here. .one for the 

road? 

Piaf. You gotta nerve. 


30 


PIAF 


ACT X 


emp^Sd^ol? fOT l0Ve ' D ° n ' t ™" to 8“ 

po T to “ sht 1 - ■*- 
Georges Did I say that? ( He falls on her. ) 

IAF ‘ u ’ ' ' • • • champagne and orchids again! 

PIAF sings HOMME A L’AMOUR. 

End %J°œUs iFUF.” 0 ' ^ “™" ,He ^ He wheeU 

Pierre. Hey. 

Piaf. Yeah? 

Pierre. You re Edith Piaf, aren’t you? 

Dyou kn0w > ever so many people say that! 

back alongside her. ) You ARE Piaf! ™ 

Piaf. Howdyouknow? 

Pierre. Thelaugh! 

Wh ï arC you doin g out on the streets? 
Ahah... ê SU ^ B h™ nose, conspiratoriaüy) 

W^ w nr^ e ? iefu b ^ They11 P ick y°n up. 

jriERRE. 1 m OK. (Gets on his bike ) Rpv Piaf «u 

can I be your agent? y Paf ’ after ^ war > 

PiERRE ^Nlf What a nerve! Got any expérience? 

” eVer ™ bd - P* » ,ob. Do» 

Piaf. From being an agent? No. 

the f ~ see you after the war. 

«af. ( touchmg him up ) Mind vou T ont 
dirions. 1 you> 1 ë ot me own con- 

S!r E R1 (C ^ y) G °° d! ( He §<**■) 

Piaf. Bloody nerve.. .bicycle clips and ail. 

There is a loud explosion.. .the Sound of mochine gun fire. 
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Church bells begin to ring, people tan bock and forth... 
cheering and singing on P/A .. .PIAF famps at another 
loud bang. TOINE nms on. 

Toine. Ey...ey.. .the wars overî 

Another loud bang. They clutch each other. 

Piaf. You kidding? 

GEORGES, PIERRE and MANAGER corne on with cham¬ 
pagne and g lasses. They emhrace one another, drink. 
Background sound maintained. 

Manager. Topeace! 

Georges. Freedom! 

Pierre. Money! 

Toine. Food! 

Piaf. Love! 

The MEN break into HYMNE A U AMOUR. TOINE and 
PIAF join in .. . PIAF grabs the sailors hat which 
PIERRE has been wearing. They roar the chorus, in 

célébration . 


Blaekout. 


SCENE SEVEM 

JOSEPHINE’S NIGHTCLUB. Glamorous placards of JO¬ 
SEPHINE flanking, one in army uniform. PIAF and 

TOINE sit down right, with drinks. 

The scene opens with JOSEPHINE at the microphone, 
finishing up a song. There are a few bars of approprkde 
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background music as she accepts applause, then crosses 
to foin the others. 


Joséphine. Was I OK? 

Piaf. Fine Dusky... (To TOINE .).. .1 said, Im not tour- 
ing with a bunch of hopheads — (To JOSEPHINE .).. .whos 
the Iittle guy who plays sax? 

Joséphine, (sitting) Guido. How was the tour? 

Toine. Great. 

Piaf. Terrible, (to TOINE ) Did you get my fags? 

Toine. Oh, forgot. 

Piaf. Honest, fuck good you are, ali she does is sit on her 

a ss. 


jusephine. Lomé on. 

Piaf, (to TOINE ) Why don’t you j'ust push off, you bloodv 
useless, washed-up whore? y 

Joséphine. Edith! 

Toine. (ming) You can be ever so rude sometimes. (goes) 
Piaf. Now she s got the hump. 

JOSEPHINE. Are you kidding? What’s the matter with you? 
Piaf. Nothing. 3 ' 

JOSEPHINE. You should be top of the world. War over 
plenty of eggs about... 

Piaf, (fiat) Yeah. 

Joesfhine. What s the matter? 

* AF V The fe Uers hâve gone home! When I think of ail 
those Yanks. I only had half of themf 

Jos.ph.ne, Forget it! You’re going to the States! I heard 

goïïtX^ haS t0 ^ 800d f " “ S *" - 

Piaf. Yeah. 

J~ n Wan " a do a s P ot • • • üsten, I couldn’t get above 
an E this moxning, do a spot for me, hey? 

Piaf. Do your own fucking singing 

Joséphine. Like that, is it? Uhiuh T -f . 

supposed ^tobe sérieras] 1 ^ ^ 1 ^ ^ ^ 
Piak. ( mutters ) Who needs it? 



ACT I 


PIAF 


33 


Joséphine. Don Y be such an inverted snob! Gérard is good 
for you. You go down to the country together, youre off the 
juice — didn’t you tell me how good you were feeling? 

Piaf. ( misérable ) Well, you know how it is, Dusky. 

Joséphine. No I don Y. What you want to fuck up for? Look, 
girl, youre up there now. Take it in your stride. OK, he’s a 
Duke. Who cares? YouYe not shit — are we shit? 

Piaf. Not for me. 

Joséphine. Listen, when I first got taken to restaurants, Fd 
piddle myself — never knew when they were going to show 
me the door, you think you Ve had it rough — sister! 

Piaf. Sure. 

Joséphine. Presidents... Princes — who gives a fuck, theyYe 
ail made the same. Fve known some serious men, kid. Believe 
me, they appreciate being treated like human beings. TheyYe 
no different, no better, no worse. 

Piaf. ( chars her throat ) Trouble with you, Dusk, is you 
always see the best in people. 

Joséphine. What s wrong with that - listen, Gerard’s a 
great guy. Take it... marry him. 

Piaf, Seen his place in the country? 

Joséphine. Sure. À palace. Fantastic. 

Piaf. (small pause) Most momings when weYe down 
there... 

Joséphine. Yes? 

Piaf. He has a shower.. .valet brings in the champagne 
and a bit of game pie... 

Joséphine. And? 

Piaf. Shaves hisself—puts on a country suit.. .picks a 
shirt (slight pause) Then he cornes down to the big draw- 
ing room... the one with the pink and blue Aubusson... 

Joséphine. Uhuh? 

Piaf . He rings the bell — and I corne in dressed as the maid 
with me tits hanging out. 

Joséphine. Sounds like fun. 

Piaf. I give him coffee in a Dresden cup off a silver tray. 
Then he squats down and craps on the carpet. 

Joséphine, YouYe kidding! 
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Piaf. I m not. Big deal ït’s not on my face. 

Joséphine. I don’t understand. Then what? 

un afrlr h 01 ” 6 P Tl S ° d ° f a gardener has t0 corne in and clean 
up after him, get the stains out. 

Joséphine. Jésus. 

RAF. He spends most the aftemoon on his knees. 

JOSEPHINE. Doing.. .what? 

n,l*’ju s P Si S „1h" her hMd ‘- Th" 

JOSEPHINE. Is he nuts or something? 

No P rm ÏÏt dn L th f SO î watch him P la ying the market. 
ExœnTna tv' ° f r r ° Ugh ~ WelI > he ' s had eLything else. 
cracv P !n P ^wî S \ N ^ - Ive r never been taken with the aristo- 
an nid hlnV r, vl ° k 511106 ^ er ^dyship here came up before 

thi^ days Ae “ ght bef ° re and he gave her 

TOI NE murning, srnacks clown the cigarettes in front of 
fl AF, ratty, and knocks bock PIAF’s drink. Sits, belching. 

Toine. What? ( helches again, discreetly) 

JV OU »“"* hbn ** back? 
herna ^ d third finger.) You did the right 
tftmg, lad. The guy should use the John. S 

Piaf. Still on me own, though. 

JOSEPHINE. Listen, who needs it? 

Piaf. I do. You must hâve somebody. 

Toine. What for? 

Piaf. It ain t natural. Bad for the liver 
Jos™e. Look, you got a career to consider, Edith - 
Piaf. No No. I must be in love. No good otherwise No 
sense m it. ( Pause. TOINE shifts, restless.) 

0K ' 1 F* ** Okeydoke. I» 

we have to ?° n 

1 ^REAr' J^. 0 ’ T J 1 ” 5 t "? e Im lalk “ 8 about REAL dass 

JT A ïrî” 311 b 6 ™ 8 ’ And tbats not something 
7 thick on the ground I m telling you. ® 


too 
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Piaf. Who is he, what’s his name? 

Joséphine. Marcel. 

Piaf. Marcel? Marcel who? No! You mean you know him 
.. .you know the Champ?! 

JOSEPHINE and TOINE leave . LIGHT CHANGE . PIAF, 
downstage, dances back and forivard, like a boxer, her 
fists up. 

Piaf. Kill him.. .kil him.. .give it to him, let him hâve it 
.. .oh no. .oh no... stop him...Marcel! Corne on...corne on 
.. .get back in there.. .corne on, love.. .let him hâve it.. .go 
on.. .go on! Ah! ...that’s it...thafs it.. .youre on the way 
.. .the Champ! The Champ! 


SCENE EIGHT 
PIAFS APARTMENT. 

PIAF and MARCEL in friendly, posi-coiial mood. He sits 
back, watching her dress , put on her stockings. They 
mess about a bit. 

Piaf. I wish you could hâve seen me when I was a kid, 
I had lovely little tits. 

Marcel. They look ail right to me. 

Piaf. ( touching her jawîine ) Tm losing me teeth, too. 
Let’s hâve a look at yours. ( She inspects Ms mouth.) Christ, 
Aladdin’s cave! Must hâve cost you a fortune! Ain't you 
got none of your own, Marce? 

Marcel. They get knocked loose. ..rot off at the neek. 
Least, take em out, you don’t get your cheeks eut when you re 
working. 

Piaf. Yeah, reminds me of the little daft Mch.. .in the home 
I was in once. They pull out ail their teeth so’s they won’t bite 
each other. ( momenfs pause) They cant enloy an apple, you 




36 


PIAF 


act i 


h™7rm ( ) Cha C mp SeS ’ ^ ^ 

Pi^p 0 ^! ^ J “ St a guy with a fist ’ Edith, 
more than ° U v thC beSt ° h IVe hel P ed fighters spend ît, 

with it. ^ nC KIdS ' ' ' * °on t know why I put up 

Piaf, ^ U \f * COu ^d, Edith. You know that. 

thefaithful Tort Tü/deith °(Sh° U ’T 6 h ° me ' Y ° u ’ re 

-SMlS 2£L** hw -* She & «- *«> 

gofth^ htven^r"/ a 4 ny 7r an in Ae WOrld - Except me. IVe 
turns, and feels her breaot ^4 ^ ° him gentl y- She 

h'fted. AU the big stars are^S"®' } 1 “ 1 ^ ^ ^ 
Marcel. No, don t. 

Piaf. Why not? 

ri sks? RCEL ' Y ° U *"* want to get eut. Why take the 

Piaf, You do. 

?*•:* the i° b - Mmd you.., 

Marcel Thp tu- < ? anes ’ °°^ în g «P at him. ) 

z^’is - e ‘ busger ' 

hurt? (He hm y0Ur looks? Does ** 

at her.) Yeah I bet it apa ?' He turns and looks 

knocked out? * S does ^ feol Uke to get 

Marcel. Don’t ask me! (They kugh) No . , , # 
once, put you in anything for a bout T ’ 1 h ? gUvnor 
the time. He was ereed/ îft „ V, 1 was onl Y a lad at 

money, his face’d tum colour likehl’? ' Sh ° W him the 
-V at aU. He had Æ t thfs tST''"^ ^ 
nipper, and this old pue 0 f a train» V j ‘ ' 1 was ° nI Y a 
faceTl be plum iam’ P r™ u l ^ we had went wild...‘hls 

‘we don’t mind whatwe look îke^’ ^ ^ guvn ° r > 
right.* Wk Jlke " «> long as the money s 

IW. Cunt. 
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Marcel. He was right about the money. You dont do it for 
love. No, you’re on your own there ail right — in the ring, I 
mean. 

He looks at her. 

Piaf. Yeah, I know. Well, I don t mean Fm gonna get me 
head bashed in . . . not less Fm dead unlueky. Still . . . its 
the same every night . . . before you go on. Never mind what 
theyVe said to you in the dressing room, your mates. That 
walk to the fucking mike — it’s from here to Rome. And 
if you fuck it, you can’t say . . . hang on, mind if I hâve 
another go — well, I hâve been known to. ( They laugh* ) No, 
sometimes you want to start ail over again.. .get it right 
Marcel. I know what you mean. (They laugh-) 

Piaf. Gant though, can you? 

Marcel, (dry) No. 

Piaf. ( indicating the audience) Theyve paid their money, 
sat through it, they want to go home, whereas youre al! — 
Up! ( slight pause) Even worse if it*s gone off well. 

Marcel. How do you mean? 

She stands, gazing out, and up at the circle . 

Piaf. What is there to corne off for? (She tums to htm, 
shrugging. ) You’re only on your own again. 

Silence. They hâve both said more than is usual between 

them and they are haffled . 

Marcel. Fm very proud of you, Edith. , , 

Piaf. I don t know what for. You eould hâve anybody love, 
you dont need an old loosebum like me, you can get e young 
ones. 

Marcel. Corne off it 

Piaf. No, I shouldn’t insult you. You dont hâve to prove 
anything. 

Marcel. It’s ail greed. 
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love,y - ,n * 

Mabcel. No, what? 

Piaf. You’re too reasonable. 

n ‘^^kI^g d sl v ZZ') {H ‘ g °“ for her ’ P%M 

-Piaf, Don t go, love. 

SetS arai ^tem his (te, runs W OTCT hjs ^ 

Mabcel. Now come on.. 

Forme. ^ WeJ l get an earJier plane back. 

agaln.7Ju's/ Z entll J-} Ail right kid. ( Risses her 

and goes.) e extricates himself from her arms 

The music of MON DTFTt u 

inmrdl. Abrup,U ght cUn^TocZl^ *” “ 

Marcel? da ^d. as if waking from a dreatn.) 

PIAF sings LA BELLE HISTOIRE D’AMOUR. 



ACT TWO 


SCENE ONE 

PIAF 9 s dressing room in New York. PIAF ... off ... singîng 
HYMNE A U AMOUR , Some applemse. Pause. 

PIAF enfers, fast, whisky bottle in one hand, slopptng 
gloss in the oiher. 

Piaf, (on the move, muttering to herself) .. -fuek me. .. 
I dont fucking believe it — OUT.. .oh, ifs you. ( PIERRE ap- 
pears. ) DONT say anything. 

Pierre. Piaf, theres nothlng that can*t be fixed. A change 
of répertoire, thafs ail. 

Piaf. OK, so they play off the fucking beat, that s ali they 
can do.. .ifs like singing in a cemetery. 

Pierre. I think you should — 

Piaf. Fm going home. I must bave been daft — why the 

fuck d’you put me up for it? I should hâve listened to Maurice, 

I should hâve done that film. Were going to be right down 

the sluice. 

Pierre. Not neeessarily. 

Piaf. Dont be so daft 

Pierre. We ve got signed contracts... coast to coast — and 
a retum spot here. 

Piaf. Bollocks. 

Pierre. We’re contractée!, Edith! 

Piaf. When were you bom, Md? 
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Pierre. I’m teUing y0u - 

- asspaperf ’ n °’' ‘ ' bsten • • look.. .look, love, it’s not worth 

ügations it’s going**^^!}! 0 renege on their contractual ob- 
traeted! g S COSt them mon ey. They’re legally con- 

what a t j leam - L °° k ’ Piem)t ’ 

People ]ike us? Peonle i ' 'T h ° do you think it’s for? 

use. The contraet that cant^be ? ? e ] aws do J 't fo r their own 
exist. They don’t want ne , S p down *he middle doesn’t 
oflife. (aknock) I don’t wn Tt ccV P * ay ' ® ekeve me. Fact 
Pierre. Itsjo. ‘ *° SEE any hody! 

^ JOSEPHINE B AK fh u * • 

s/ze a-u.e.s- toPŒRRp glamorous > and f uU °f 

braces her,then inspecte her ’ *“**** HAF ’ em ' 

JOSEPHINE. Fuck U P , huh' J 

Piaf. Are you kidding? 

CT* Sure w w to go to ^ 

JOSEPHINE S FÎ4et™ e '/sv ? <x * ,he fflshts, love. 

ftEEEE. «* r âiUUÏ tZ k nZ *r* - ™ £ .) 
Joséphine. Welltalk aboutit. ^ He ëœs.) 

celebrating. Lon f bl^ïT^ *° be 

under me armpits next time g * * bloody bird - shave 

pS PH Z' ( ^ u § hs ) Pbat’s betterî 

«me. Anyway, vXIwan tï to sel L™ about haJf *he 

a T!L^’ d0W V ï hen they eau hâve Dori! nl^ CUDt hokia S Uke 



r Per haps r snouid sex it ud 

pS™aT' • C ï’ er nly dea<1 

nght *» y “. ^y, you don t hâve the saine 

Joséphine, (dry) You think so? 
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Piaf. Let’s face it, I didn’t start out with what you ve got 
Joséphine. Neither did I, kid. Corne on.. .you dont hâve 
to faü for ail that glamour stnff.. .you’re the real thing! 

Piaf. Oh, sod that. .where's it got me? 

Joséphine. You’re not ont of a sixpack — mind your lang- 
uage. 

Piaf. Sorry. 

Joséphine. And lay off that. 

Piaf. Keeps me going. 

Joséphine. Not for long. 

Piaf. Anyway, whafs the point? One sentence. Get an 
. earlier plane.” 

Joséphine. Honey, you hâve to get over it. Ion know you do. 
Piaf. Yeah. ( But she turns her head away. ) 

Joséphine. Now don’t start crying again. Tich — corne on. 
Youll ruin your eyes for the late show. 

Piaf. Fm not going out there again! I m ail on me own, 

you know. , 

JOSEPHINE. That* s not trae and you know it. (She hands 

PIAF a handkerchief. ) 

PIAF snivels and sniffs, then blotcs her nose with a snort into 
the handkerchief and hands it back to JOSEPHINE. 


Piaf. ( tragic ) I wasnt always on me own. 

Joséphine. ( Apart, she knows whot s coming. ) Oh shit. ( to 
PIAF , soûthîng ) I know, baby, I know. 

Piaf. I ever tell you about my little girl? 

Joséphine. Sure. Lotsa times. Poor little Georgette. 


Piaf. ( firrrdy ) Natalie. 

Joséphine. Didnt you tell me — 

Piaf, (a quelling gkmce) Died in my arms. Didnt cry. 

well, she was a real little lady, genuine marquis her father. 
Joséphine. No kidding. (Accepts PIAFsfancifulmood.) 
Piaf Over a vear I nursed that kiddie...hke an httle 


angel, she was... 

Piaf. . .blue eyes.. .fair curfy hair.. .like Shiriey Temple 
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meself.^baretyoutof ronveM*^ 1 ^ ^ 3 Slip ° f a thÜlg 
Joséphine. You’re not kidding. 

to the lav, of œurse. hef ^ y ° U k n0w! ~ weI1 > exce pt to go 
JOSEPHINE. Sure, sure. 

Pïaf- I mean... 

Joséphine..O h sure. 

My QxL.* baCk When She Snuffed it 
f ° rgive y° u «elf. 

Piaf. Who? fcauiht^ ^ g / BSï * ^ Here ’ s t0 Ettle Natalie! 

wanted - some Sn S 7 1 know what 

I m Piaf! ap Wth a feathe r u P its ass. Like hell - 

Joséphine. That s better! 

Piaf. Wîien ï 20 on fn Ar\ 

They get the lot. a son ® me that cornes on. 

JOSEPHINE. Sure. 

Piaf. They see what thev’re eetH™ . _ 

JOSEPHINE. Sure.. .but lLrn w? ~ ever Y thin g I g°t 
Piaf. Nah. uuc iearn how to save it. 

JOSEPHINE. Kid TOU ™ n ’+ 

you walk on stage. ve an orgasm every single time 

Piaf. I can. 

JOSEPHINE. No VOU can’f 

the time. Technique, baby' TmsS 7 ^ N °w y peaks a11 
jay you don’t exhaust yourseTf lü iK K for you * That 
do great here - OK, some clî tf 6 ' YouVe S oin S to 
paid vroman singer in the worldf Th y Want you! 

PIAF shokes her heod. 

Tiaf. Oh, fuck the money. 

I°ved.. .IiS' df’tW other mythTT We W&nt to be 

gave oneounce of themselves. ChV^T"! who never 
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it’s not the money... thev eouldn’t PEINT enough for the way 
we feel — IVe seen you shaking awav in the vrings. Singing 
ditties? Thats just the fucking tourist trade. No... when Im 
ont there — it’s got to happen. Doesn’t happen... terrible. 
Joséphine. I know what you mean. , 

Piaf. The trouble is, I’m off my own patch here... thats 
where it’s going wrong. 

Joséphine. Good . . , you’re begimiing to work, thats my 
baby. 

Piaf. OK ... give it a whirl... just for you, Dusk. 

They emhrace to seal the deal. 

Joséphine. Listen, promise me something. 

Piaf. For you, anything, 

Joséphine. Fm serious. This is a big country. Take care 
of yourself. 

Piaf. OK. 

Joséphine. I mean it. 

Piaf. Sure....Mom. 

They laugh. 

JOSEPHINE. We’ll do the tovvn. ..hâve a great time - hey, 
would you like to meet Hariy Truman? He’s about your size. 

Piaf. So I noticed. 

Joséphine. Listen, he’s a sharp fellow and teFs a mean 

story, no files. 

Piaf. Sure . .. why not? 


SCENE TWO 

A Bar . T tco American S Aï LORS» in theircups, and a BAK 
MAN. PIAF sitting beticeen the SAlLORSm ^ , 

She is wearing a cocktail hat and a short silcer fox racket 

over het black dress. 
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m boys what are you drinking? 

pTJ aêirh ' h0rtie! ail my lifef 

breath.) Malte ît?dodbt. '** “•'*“*!' “ 

T he BARMAN obliges. 

Ist Sailor. Thanks, Mam. 

T “--W) Whoo-hoo! 

joint like this? w ats anc y lady Iike you doing in a 
Piaf. You’d be amazed. 

2nd Sailor. Here s looking at you kid 
Piaf, (to BARMAN) Ont 0 X 

throws a note on his trau ) Sn h upstairs? ( He aods, ehe 
2.vd Sailor Ami- ' S ’ h ° W about if > boys? 

Ist Sailor.' Lead mejady^ S Üf ^ y° u sa Y- 

PIAF iecSd. UP ' ' ' IST SA1LOR /ofotw other lags, re- 

Piaf What are you waiting for? 

Pmf. Tl' Y0U mea . n > me too > -Mam? 
class. m glVlng esson s I may as well take the whole 

ThB ** *“ ^ <** /»» te. of, pur. 


PIAFs apartment in Paris Pnrth, t. • i. . 

fl s™ 1 } ^le, two usable ^hLrT^ ' a J*?™ ** ° SOfa > 

unpacked. mTS ' ‘ * an( * furmture half 

MADELEINE entem stage loft as ptaï? 

"*■ “ ■“——*2L 
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quet of flowers. She is folloiced hij LUCIEN , much 
younger than PIAF. He ivears clothes au courant for 
the fifties . His manner is wire tight. 


Madeleine. Piaf... you Ve back! We were coming to meet 
you! 

Piaf. Caught an earlier plane. ( She takes off her coat, drops 
it on the floor . MADELEINE picks it up.) Nice place. I 

like it. 

Madeleine, it iras jolly difficult finding an apartment wîth 
seven bedrooms — you did say seven? 

Piaf. Sure — Lucien here likes a change of view every 

night. 

Madeleine. ( baffled) Oh 1 see. 

Piaf. N ah, it’s for his gronp. There’s seven of them, eight 
including me. Fin gonna put these boys on the map! Did you 

get that big fridge? 

Madeleine, (faîntly) Will you be dining at home? 

Piaf. N ah, just for snacks... cheese, hamburgers, Seven L p, 
they Ve growing lads - oh and coraflakes.. .they Ve mry mto 
comflakes. Go on, Lucien.. .read me the notices.. .ah, look at 
his dear little bum. 


MADELEINE goes. PIAF sits, helping herself to a drinh 

LUCIEN picks up the papers and reads. 

Lucien. “At first sight you wonder. ..this dumpy little wo 
man with the big forehead.. 

Piaf. ( grotds } It s not that big... 

Lucien. . . Black dress, pale, ag:taîed hands ... 

Piaf. Christ... , , rl 

Lucien, “...then she opens her mouth.. .sounds } 
never heard. ..a cat mewing on the tiles...the eestasy of 
moming.. .they are ail here. 

Piaf. Do you wwmm totxch me up? 

Lucien {putting a hand irmde her dress and readmg a neu> 
notice) “How is it possible to listen to °™, won î“ 
twenty songs in a foreign language, and fmd ones face 


46 


PIAF 


ACT II 


2 ^ «" -rd for it - geniu, 
Gom.' (ëTOU/ls> ThatI] be Alain, bugger owes me money. 

sun from the Xatog ^Llïrac 0 of ’ tf^S ^ ^ Sknting 
spnng moming futpc u 11°°* ^ eine on a warm 

sings of sexuaf treachery oT!^' ? h ® Si ” gS ° f love ' She 
helpîess by love She ’ 'f, unha PPmess.. .of being made 

ping her drink^He fumbfavitha ? *"** round - S, °P' 
read now? (Gets un 1 th the page ^ Christ . can’t you 

«vengetÆd^nTir’"'’* ° ff ) ^ 

i£Tï• ' "Z‘2f*:?™ how ! feel about you. 
you be without me. eh? ^ meal ticket. Well, where would 
Lucien. Nowhere. 
f^-Right.. .and dont you forget it 

^^afjet’snotgefinafig;:". 

could call me Piaf? ^ C °" Id CaI1 me Piaf? Who said you 
you? OŒN ' Wha, do you „ me t0 ^ 

!e™ re e s ,& ssæ: æs* Maddetae - • Made - 

Haf, I wish 
™ tes “*'• 

Ws enenit (toM^ELaWEl'IÆl’j* 0 ' 8 *' to ** w *•“ *>g 

J*™ 1 ™!. TVyoungman? * y0U 01 him? * 
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Madeleine. H es very good-Iooking. 

Piaf. You can say that again. We really get it on toge er. 
Cold littie prick. I said — 

Madeleine. I heard youJPiaf. 

Piaf. Yeah, well, he’ll do tiü I trade him up. Alvvays set up 
your next trick before you shove in the icepick. 

Madeleine. Corne and lie down. 

Piaf. There was a guy on the plane I fancied but be was 

Australian — you gotta draw the line. 

She aliènes MADELEINE to tuck her up on the sofa. 

Madeleine. You’d be much more comfortable in bed. 

Piaf. Nah, can’t sleep if I try — got any tablets. 

MADELEINE already has the bottle in her hand. S, &e fcps 
out tivo tablets but PIAF reaches up, snatchesthe bottle 
and tips it into her mouth, taking a swig of w tsfc y. 

Madeleine. Piaf, that’s too manyï (Too Me. She màkes 

PIAF comfortable and walks off .) 

Piaf. Madeleine? 

Madeleine. Yes? „ T , 

Piaf. I want Ml coverage for «bis openwg.. -I m goma. Put 

these boys on the map. , . , _ y 

Madeleine. It’s ail taken care of. ( She maies to go. ) 

Piaf. Rub the back of me neck for me. 

Madeleine. Do you want Gordon? . 

Piaf. I don t want to know how many tunes he s been raped 

this month.. .you do it. 

MADELEINE retums and massages FIAF’s shoulders. PIAF 

winces . 

Madeleine. Try to relax ( She continues. ) 

Piaf, (after apause) ï smmissMxn,ymhiow. 

Madeleine. I beg your pardon? 

Piaf, (oragry ) I said I still mte 


„ Marcel! {Gets up. ) 
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Madeleine. I know. Piaf.. .1 knovv. 
his wife R, that r d , haW made it He ’ d neviT hâve left 
feller. What dc^u dîtf ***** bt ‘ ing ° n me ÜWn ’ without a 
Madeleine. Sony? 

self off? fe ° n ^° ur own w ^ a t do you do, dyou see your- 

Madeleixe Do I hâve to answer that? 
riAF. (raps)Yes. 

Madeleine. Veiy well. I hâve a little dog. 


PIAF laughs. 

Madeleine. A chihuaha. 

Piaf. Serves me right, eh? 

Madeleine. Corne and lie down. 

lifejve ’ * f ° r Æat You 8* a right to your own 

Madeiæine. Let me tuck you in. 
over PIAF and goef) MadddnÏ' (MADELEINE tucks a 

PIAF falls alseep.' MADELFTVP E . Cmsses ’ dts * ith «AF. 
grabsher.) Caught you oD^ K Care ^> hut PIAF 

phone.. .getMÆe. me? Get SOmeb ody on the 

Madeleine. Piaf, it’s five o’doclc in n» 

S"' S ° »>>*«' Get Jean-ClatiT “““S' 

Madeleine. He s on tour. 

Piaf. What about Gnv pjj- 

somebôdv. * ' ' ‘^^ e - ■ get Lucille, I must hâve 

*“*■ : ««•» 

Befo re my time, I SL 
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Piaf. Well find her. Fucking friends, never here when you 
want them... fine! old Toi ne... 

She is confused with drowsiness . MADELElhh turm\ as PIAF 
falls asleep again, to xvelcome TOÎhE , tvho enters tn 
coat and headscarf. 


Toine. Ede? ,, 

Madeleine. Oh please dont wake her, she has stieh trouble 

sleeping. 

Toine. Who, Ede? Sleeps like a liorse. ^ , 

Madeleine, (laïc) Would you care to wait.. T know s ic s 

dyîng to see you. 

Toine. What for? 

Madeleine. After ail the trouble we had finding yo«. ^ ^ 
Toine. You wouldn’t bave got me usually, but ni on 
early shift. Then I had to wait for a train. 

Madeleine. Fil get you something. 

She goes. TOINE crosses to PIAF, looks down at her hefore 
sitting. 


Toine. Christ, whafs happened to you? 

She looks round at the apartment in aggressite 

slightly as MADELEINE retums mth a tray. HL 
knocks back a gloss of tvine in one. p 

Madeleine. Would you care for some coffee 

Toine. No thanks, upsets me liver. Who are >ou, th ■ 
Madeleine. I’m Madame s secretary. 

Toine. Christ. Not the hostess? 

Madeleine. Ah, no — not the hostess, ^ 

Toine. How many rooms she got here. 

Madeleine. This floor and the one aboie. 

Toine. ( outraged ) Tvvn whok fluors. 

MADELEINE refiüs her gloss. 
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Madeleine. You and.. .ah.. .Madame are old friends, I 
belîeve? 

Toine. Yeah. We was on the road together. Ym a... per- 
former. 

Madeleine. I see. What do you — 

Toine. ( quickîy ) Well, Fm retired now. 

Madeleine. I see. 

Toine. (quickly) So you wouldn’t hâve heard of me. (Ex- 
pands y undoes her coat.) So, you’re the secretary? 

Madeleine. Ah, yes. 

Toine. Typing, that sort of thing? 

Madeleine. I look after Madame s affairs. 

Toine. Christ. (She appraises MADELEINE .) Been here 
long? 

Madeleine. ( hésitâtes) No, notlong. 

Toine. Hmm. Get on with her ail right, do you? 

Madeleine, (fatal slight pause) Oh yes. 

Toine. Humph. 


PIAF sûrs, coughs, sees TOINE . 

Piaf. What the fuck are you doing here? 

Toine. She said you wanted to see me. 

Piaf. Christ Almighty! (glaring up at MADELEINE) 

™au g hïTg e ) SOme fUCking privacy! ( Ghres at the ™ both, exi 

Toine. ( to herself, ironie) Thanks 
Madeleine. Tch, Ira so sorry. 

»™toes Ah M n ’' W °" T abOUt She can be «*«■ » ™ 
sometimes - look, are you gonna pay my fare? 

Madeleine. Of course. ( Exits for money. ) 
she !j* l w ^ ere s the fucking gargle? Where 

( T Toink Tx£ feeh «° e ”^he d Se n p° W ^ 

i oine. l got two more now. 
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Piaf. You got three kids ... never ... I don t believe it, 
Toine. You would if you "ad "em. 

Piaf. Whafs your husband do now? 

Toine. Warehouseman. Sanitary supplies. 

Piaf. Ail right for hygiene then? 


Hiatus. They dont know what to say to each other. 


Toine. "Course what he"d really like is a little place of his 
own. Theres a little bar down the road going cheap. 

Piaf. Oh yeah? ( S he can see it coming. ) ^ 

Toine. Yeah...guy shot himself. Ail it needs is a coat o 
paint. 

Piaf. 111 corne round and hâve a look. 

Toine. Would you? I been following you in the papers. 1 


eut it out. £ 

Piaf. You don"t want to believe al that. Ifs not ail tun 

and games. 

Toine. Go on, you must be roling in it. 

Piaf. D"you want to meet Eno! Flynn? 


Toine. Getaway! 

Piaf. No, I mean it. He’s taking me to the ballet — 


111 intxo- 


duce you. 

Toine. No! Really? Il hâve to go home and change - gec a 

Oh, never mind ail that. Corne on, IH drive you round 

there in me new Porsche. 

Toine. Yoohoo! Hang on. You can’t drive. 

Piaf. Who says I can’t.. .haven’t tried yet, hâve I? Hère... 
do you want to meet me new husband? 

Toine. Get away! What’s his name? 

Piaf. IT1 think of it in a minute. 


PIAF and TOINE run off, arm in arm, hughing. MADELE¬ 
INE enters, stands, money in hmd. 




SCENE FOUR 

A r °T, A ver « '» « Mght Mue 

l J ü anc d (>tvn inipatientltj. lie carnes a huge 
ninh \lln °] ters ' a bumper box of chocs and an enormom 
urgenthj ^ ^ enfers.. Aie approaches fier 

NuRSF^r IS i' îl0W is she ■ • 011111 s0 ° her? 

ALRSE - lt Wün t be long novv. ( She goes. ) 

He ^assistpd h^ih^AUTiDo 0 ^ 11 ” f eve dshly. At îast PIAF enfers 

atuf she ■ J 6 Her head is stvathed in bandages 

ami she ts on crtifches, 

finish me°off. Î0 ° k " ^ ° n,y the pisser vvho tries t0 
Jean. Darling! 

W„ 1 'î;r,“ g at h ! m wm ^ ) Cet hta, out! 

p UHiE - Steady, madame, steadv. 

Fxaf. Fucking murderer! 

Piaf Cot ^ n° U ni0îin ; J 011 re one told me to step on it! 

goingtoSttXdt^ ^ y ° U? Th ° Ught y ° U 

Pxaf.' Vvlsh^g up 1 ™ in h°t°î-nianagement- 

Mm ami they hJth Lll in pdn. ) ^ * aiU * her at 

Nurse Madame.. .madame, please...! 

Piaf EWt” 8 ^’ y ““ ^now , 1 am your husband! 
l iAF. Don t you - ( She makes to go for him again ) 

Nurse (mtewening) Madame.. mLiS ' 

Piaf. ( to NURSE) Plssoffl 
Jean. Stay out of this! 

The DOCTOR runs on to assist tiw NURSE. 

* hi - k 

FUCk,nS *■ for * ««- (H* htrr, he yefr, ani 
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grapples with her .) Get off, you fucking P° xer *• .oh, my 
head! (She staggers.) YouTl hâve to give me something. (*ne 
sinks to the ground, legs splayed.) 

The DOCTOR and NURSE help her to a seat , the ^OCTOR 
shaking his injured hand . As they do so she goes for J * 
again. 


Jean. Aw! . 

Doctor. Sit down! (The NURSE hands him a synnge. 
sighs, and gestures to the NURSE mer PIAF s he *) . 

ament, tempérament. You may, Madame, be a vicions an ^ 
mouthed dut... (He bends, hisses her hand.). . .but 1 saiu 

the artistry. T , . . 

Jean. Sainte who you fucking well like, mate, ve ju 
me investment (He goes, clutching his croich. } 

Piaf. Aw. . .give me something for the pain.. .aw. 

Doctob. Chère Madame, that is what we are here foi. 
little pique! And it ail melts away. (He injects her.) lhere. 

Nurse, I think she’s broken. my finger. j wter 

IW. (SM9 nfcdng.) Ooh.. .oh..-ah. Tto* «J; 

(They assist her to her feet . She pâmes.) Hey, Doc, *dy 

hear the one about the man who^wins an e w>«se — 

ing contest? He takes in home, ties it up ou 1 «Hev is 

-- «onnng baog-tog - to ^ J&Koy 

Üiaf your éléphant out ther e? ” “Y«. ^ screwing.) 

cat.” “What, you mean like thisF' (PXAt- 

“No, like this.” (PIAF XdSl** ^ 

S/ie and the DOCTOR Uwgh. The NURSE ts snocKe 

lese majesté with the consultant. ) 


SCENE FIVE 


Rehearsal studio. A piamst strums. 

PIERRE and the MANAGER enter sepcxately. 
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Manager. Good to see vou. 

Pierre. ( Puts hat and b rief case on piano. ) Long time. 

.•j‘ A *t ACER --^t clown, take the weight off your feet. Any 

‘ ' ' •° n y ten thl 'rty Iiecause naturally I didn’t ex- 

pect to see you till about now. 

up^vhen l rang ** al ° ng ' Car ’ s probabI >' on its way. She was 
Slight pause. 


Manager. So, how s it goina‘ J 
Pierre. Very well, very welî. 

Manager. Plenty of monev eoming i n v 
Pierre. Oli ves. ' h 

stayed theriiJ sdl0ldd tbin k you eam your screw, son. You’ve 
S p ed the dlsta "«- ~ how d you manage it? 

Pierre. \\ e get along ail right. 

PttR N R A E GE Ü S ' le dwS ' vhat she "ants, you me ; in. 
ierre. No no ... there’s give and take. 

withTwom-m V °, uldn ^ for me - Theres only one thing to do 
wirn a woman who makes trouble s 

Pierre. What?. . .makelove to her, you mean? 

Manager. No. Hit ’em in the face 
Pierre. What? 

Manager. They don’t like that 
Pierre. I sec. 

no trouble at ^'(PIERRE letT^ ^ ^ youd have 

songs? 1 t&tUlE gets up, moves awa,j.) What about 

Pierre. Couple of new ones. Really good 

P« E o' h H c ™ mn - N ° W ’ about tb isfatest idea... 

before. She is a pLfessiond ' ^ ^ Its WOrked 

she s the best in the Et ~ , where tbe work s coneemed 
else would vou fill this blood^ ï ’ llüW ^ 0u kll0w that * Where 

Ae-5 «bv-ays be.„ „ baclu P ■ • 

Manager. I p"; K. E from tta P°'' rt ° f 
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Piebbe. Sure. Sure. We can corne to an agreement. Look, 
if it keeps her happy, thafs ail that matters. . 

Manager. Yeah, well, I was sorry to hear about me a es 
accident. Did she get my flowers? 

Pierre. Yes. Thanks. , , 

Manager. You were lucky, that lad might hâve ku 
Hows she looking, by the way.. .has she recovered. 

Pierre, (carefully) Oh yes. She’s looking fine. 

Manager. No scars? 

Pierre. No, no, she looks great She s in love again. 

Manager. Only I must hâve sophistication.. .my audiences 

demand ît — 

PIAF enfers at the rush, a bulging handbag tmder one arm- 
She wears an untidy, very dirty bandage around her heaa, 
from under which her hair pokes, greasy and ^ ’ 

She is sUghtly potbellied in a dirty pénk jumper. 
MANAGER blanches. 

Piaf. Hello, Henry, me old fruit.. .stffl the stiffest pnck m 

Paris? 


The MANAGER is entirely umbh to answer . 


Piaf. How am 1? Go on — say it.. w 

bag! Never mind.. .wait til you see what ! j qJu 

where is he?.. -whare’s ha gone? Angelo. .^AagaW - A 
there you are. The audition's in hère, love, 1 „ j 

lav. He-s a bit uervom. (ANGELO has en ered He « 

hutuWe, 'gZtHS S) 

^ abtTâa.,' «ben! 1TW 

Mshachlora^a^l^JfOELO) to , ^ ^ 




Piaf. Yeah. 

Angelo. Sing now. - • 

Piaf. Wel that is the general idea. 
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ANG removl^ S J ü . C . reas ? d brown P a P er bag from his pocket, 

t0 vianist !X rî PKC ? ° f sheet music > CT0SSS > hands U 
missivelu llf h° S ^ ^ tcit ^ a sneer > turning it over dis- 
tions. y ° SWS " Um as ANGE LO tchispers imtrac- 

Pierre. When you’re ready, kid. 

nods tvUdlifn^th Sta ^ e ' ta b es a stance, Italian fashion, 

the At^ Mo <dIep m 

can accpnt i > Wlt b an attempt at an Ameri- 

GELO doèi p C ^ e!itures ' Tbe Pianist finishes, but AN- 

T, w ô Toi r p ît *T- « VKXO» trie, to plek 

■nppeê- p ir ^ ANG ? L0 fiches, holding . 

ticalhj ’ & rînmn & broadly, claps enthusias- 

MANAGER?lautb7Lf bink Henry! [ A silence - The 

wards . He hend^hi* l lL ^ en s ^ 0c ^ an d hilarity , can find no 

fMh.oJd^^ ** 

K.,7) , F « ■ • ■ TU - h* a nie 

inean tbat. ° U ceserve a break — no, I really 

Piaf. And? 

laughs, wipingt^yTs 6 ) ' " {And hilaritl J overcomes him . . . 

F,AF J t lZ^" d P,ERRE «" T*** dovMei over 

the matter vvith yo u ail lau ” hin S-) What’s 

to attack pianist. ) m d 0 you for a s tart fUck “ S funny? ( M akes 

He ducks.. .PIERRE restrains her. 

Piebre. Piaf... you promised! 
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Piaf. Ail right! Ail right. But you’re wrong.. .the lot of vou. 

Pierre. He can’t sing, love!! 

Piaf. What’s that got to do with it? 

Manager. Piaf, we’re not talking about bis cock. 

Piaf. Aren’t you? Aren*t you? Then you bloody well shouîd 
be. 

Angelo. Darling.. .please. 

Piaf. Shut up. Look at him, take a look! Six fooî tall, good 
hairline, good nose.. .look at his thighs! OK, the suit s a jo e, 
even I can see that. But put him in something deeent.. . giv<- 
him the right material, the girlsll go mad. Hes a fucldng 
Eyetie, for Gkxfs sake! I know — ballads.. .he needs balla s. 
O Sole Mio... O Sole Mio, pet ... 

Angelo. No, no... 

Piaf. Corne on, love . . . give em the old bon giorno. 

Angelo. Is not right.. .is too square. 

Piaf. Nah, nah, corne on, trust me...I know what lm 
doing. (She begins to hum it. He breaks into the song.. . 
and sings gloriously. When he reaches the high bit 
him off.) OK, OK - there, you see.. .see what I mean When 
he forgets to perform, he’s Lovely! Hes a winner. ( ^ 

no response.) Oh, fucking men. (No response.) A U right, it 
it’s down to me.. .I’il whack in thirty per cent. ( No respome. ) 
Fifty. 

Pierre. Piaf! 

Piaf. Shut up... whose side are you on! 

Pierre. AU right. OK. 

He leaves, icith the MANAGER. Light change. PIAF helps 
ANGELO into a netv jacket , changes his fie. 


Piaf. What’s the matter? 

Angelo. ( restless) I don’t know. 
Piaf. I do. You feel out of place. 
Angelo. I don’t belong here. 


Piaf. Nobody dœs, love. 
Angelo. What am I doing here. 


a tg* ’T'Ric i.s 


. I’m a labourer! 

_ ui.Vi> wiirlcrd hard. 
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never felTîli^/^'T’ “ nc ° nvin£ed -î I bet your stomach 
telt like that on the building site, eh? (He zrins hrieflu 

^ * *££*£* 

want but vou mt V ' ma ^ e a name > y° u can use it how you 
. • • but y°u got to make a name first. 

Angelo. As a singer? 

his /wad^^nàZn ’+Z bu * that s bow i4 works. (He shakes 

in the monev S ^ ^ ere feeling S uiI ty because you re 

danrn chitt ^a • anyway, wait till you Ve seen as many 
aamp, shitty dressing zooms as I hâve. 7 

Angelo. I miss my mates. 

sing tos. M î u r > ; n \ 0m " imeS u I “P. °< d » * bit of Steel 
once- “Hev she se ’ n ‘ * beard a woman say 

-T^ing to^ ; ““ Edith «*f “d other o„e said 

This makes him laugh. 

Angelo. I owe you everything. 

Piaf. Youre Iovely. 

your ^lÎl^^Thaak^ôu^ 81 ” 6 Monsieur ^S^ 0 ’ 

tam^ tW 

Angelo. Thanks. F ' ' bam ‘ • -y° u c °me m. 

Make'THEM ^”^0^°! 

gr^ S, Y tM ghs Zth7 heW y ‘ (He stands ZeforeZer. ^She 

?T. , t ! tt S fu *«* fierce adoration. ) Wah tWII 
m their knickers. But dont forint .k ‘ ' W ^\ , yl1 001116 

like vou ton > °^get the men.. .theyve got to 

Sdck7'^tais'! 50 ' 'IT”' 10 BE y0 “- *“ d ^e„. 

of your ow£ worked out - ■ don-t dnft into thtags 

Angelo. OK. 

rehearsed. < D(»i’t lift^wm^^hin 1 ^ ‘ but sîower > bPe we 

donthunch your shoulder h k^.’ makes y0u bok u g ] y- And 
Angelo. ^ you like that for? 
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Piaf. What hâve I done now? Im only trying to — 

Angelo. I know, I know. ( He turns away, clutching his 
stomach. ) 

Piaf. I get it. Fin sorry, love. Ifs going to be ail right... 
I promise. Listen, Fil be there. Ifs together from now on, you 
and me. (She clives into her bag.) Here, I was going to give 
you this after. ( She dangles a hunch of car keys. ) 

Angelo. What is it? 

Piaf. What do you think... vrmm... vrmmm! 

Angelo. (smile of pure happiness) Edith! But you shouldn’t 
Piaf. Just this once! ( Kisses him. ) 

Thetj embrace. 

P/A. Your call, Madame Piaf...vour call, Monsieur Angelo. 

PIAF moves away, takes a long scarf from her bag . 

Angelo. Darling.. .what are you doing? 

Piaf. Oh, just something for the rheumatism, love. 

ANGELO goes. PIAF infects herself . 

PIAF sings “ BRAVO POUR LE CLOWN * 

SCENE SIX 

PIAF's apartment. Ai the end of the last scene there is a musi¬ 
cal link, using the music of MISERICORDE, and întro- 
ducing the potverful sound of a car lyeing driven very fast. 
There is a crash. Which reverberates in and out of the 
music, ending with the music of the phrase QUAND UN 
HOMME VIENT VERS MOI” from La Belle Histoire 
D’Amour. 

In PIAF’s apartment, PIERRE confers with a phymiher- 
apist. 



60 


PIAF 


ACT II 


inflnTviT 1 ^ a cheque f0r the fee ï So > y° u ’ U be com- 

ln § do the treatments daily. 

m5l YSIO f Y f; ? 0Ugh 1 entirel y agréé with the hospital - it’s 
madness for Madame to discharge herself. 

Pierre. I know. However, she insists. 

__ There 1S stiJI glass to be removed from her forehead 

by the way, liow did she corne to lose the three ribs? 
xIErre. a previous car accident. 

Physio. Obviously she should give up driving. 

young R men N °’ ^ ^ drive ‘ She tends to be *iven by 

Physio. I see. 

book, we fully accept the risk, but we need to get 
Madame workmg again. When can she sing? 

tom- S HnL1 OI \V hink . y ° U understand! The mouth is badly 

monthc P u e , cant start on that sort of scar tissue for 
months — she mustn t even speak! 

Æ N °’ n °’ that ’ s im P oss ibIe, she has a big concert in 

is n0t made myseIf cIear - This Pa^t 

dead from tt'" ° St T™ 611 ° f hcr a § e WOuld ha ve been 
laceratir t f °V™ L , There ’ s severe bernai in/ury... 
we ^ofv.i i 5101517 0nly £dive because she’s a singer - 
we got very good response from the diaphragm. ThereTl be a 

£ t ^ f ° r S ° me «“*■ ^ , she J be5th 

Pierre. You mean, morphine? 

in FIERRE ’s <**»■> 

Tu ^ h (o iving , i the cheque) No> n0) no _ it , s no 

Just... there was a lot of pain last time, that s ali. g ‘ 

PIERRE goes. The PHYSIOTHERAPIST préparés for the 
treatment. PIAF enter* préparés for the 

wear. ’ lkln ë ven J muc h the worse for 


Physio. Good moming. Madame Piaf. 
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Piaf, (evilly) Oh Christ, here it cornes. (A Utile , trinmng 
smile) Are you going to give me a shot? 

Physio. Fin sorry. Madame, vou ve already had the pre- 
scribed dose. ( Her face hecomes a vicions glare. But e vci 
not hudge. She slumps into the chair.) Try to relax. (He begins 

to work on her face. ) vuvq 

Piaf. Christ Almightv! Madeleine! (She catches the rti - 
lCTs eye.) Oh. Ail right.'get on with it. (He begins agam.) Ow. 
Oh! . . 

Physio. Madame, please. You say you want to sing m six 
weeks .. .ifs impossible, but at least I ni trying. 

PIAF submits , grasping the amis of her chair in agony. MADE 
LEÎNE enters , cïressed for travelling , with smicase 
ami a travelling bag and handbag. She stands. % 

notes her. 


Madeleine. Piaf... (PIAF ignores her. MADELEINE puis 
out a haml. ) Fve corne to say goodbye. 

Piaf. Piss off. 

Madeleine. ( laïc ) Please, Piaf... . 

Piaf. ( love mutter) Fuck oîf...that’s my answer to you 

mate 

Madeleine. ( upset ) Yery well. (She takes a large ent ^ 
from her ha g.) You’ve given me ta» much 1 «ni 
(PIAF spits on the proffered envelope. The P „t£ F 

PIST and MADELEINE exchange a simllglance * 

LEINE g ently puts the envelope at PIAFs Jeet. She p «P 
her suitcase. ) Goodbye then. (With a uitchh ^ ‘ , 

uHpes the envelope on her ass and throws 
face. ) ( quietly )Goodbye then. I wish you the very best. I ruliy 

mean that. 

There is no respone. She goes. 


Piaf. Go on... piss off after her. 
Physio. I beg your pardon.^ 

Piaf. You hrard. Florence Nightingale. 


â Ew, Il never leave 
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yo u Piaf J n do anything!” Like fuck.. .they’ll hâve your 
blood for breakfast - and sick it up ail over your shoes - “Yew 
don t appreciate me!” Who the fuck do they think YOU ARE?! 

, . goe ® 0n here > mate > is the rest of me. And it’s not worth 

icnowing, I can tell you. Corne here, looking for glamour. They 
want giamour they can pay to see me, at the Olympia... and 
1 don t mean shoved-up tits, neither. 

Physio. Could you put your head straight, please? 

f i’ want a slice ? even the bloody managers. 

tîl ey uf ke T the r0ugb with the smooth . will they hell! They 
want the bloody product, they want that ali right, ail wrapped 

?J ç h n a m ? ESS ’ but S ° ngS ~ what do the Y know 
about songs! What rhymes with June, lads?!” I said to him 

it p; a f m T*’, ° nt bbe I thought you’d reckon 

5,,-nl t S ? l0ve S0 " g/ ’ Love! Nah > P re «y soon they’re not 
Whaf tL f 17 Stuff - My SOrt ’ s d y“g out Coing extinct. 
Scr Ï J Want n r is discs - Canned - the can - well, real 
g ’ , gy ’. mnit - I mean, you can count discs ... stack ’em 

(Afrnin v** 1 m conta * ners * They dont bloody answer back! 

voifahrt Î- 7*1? ÜS i Sh& WÜl settîe ’ but no -) Love- PU tell 
ÎTrt love (K ,he audience) Friend of raine... 

.. dear SfT k ! d ' W f *" “ oId nurs <' to her in the end 
with Dettol after “PMI And * e oId ë irI ’ s washing her down 
Te friend f P ‘ ^ beie is it? ” “WWs what?” says 

“ -y"" Thi^n S™’ y ° Ur ^ PieCCS ” ^ the ° Id bidd y 
T^ts ftkingiÔ7fo^om enA ^ h °* 3g °” 

taxa (unmoved) Ifs not uncommon, I’m afraid. 

“ hospitals - 

Physio. Could you keep your head still please? 

JACKO, PAGEBOY, enters with flowers. 

Jacko. Hi, Piaf! 

Piaf. ( Unable to see him as PHYSIO 7 , 

/ace.) Dont think weVe had the pleure. ^ 
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Jacko. You will, love, you will. 

Piaf* Cheeky with it.. .how dyou like to be in pictures? 
Jacko. Knock it off, Fm a singer. 

Piaf. (She takes a look) Are you now? 

Jacko. Well, trying to be. 

Piaf. Going to hâve to do more than try, love. ( She gets up , 
gives him the once over.) Not bad... not bad at ail. What’s 
your name? 

Jacko. Jacko. 

She kisses him. 

Piaf. Just my size. 

Jacko. Thats what you think. 

PIAF*s throaty laugh rings out. 

Music. PIAF crosses to her dressing table. Applies makeup ... 
Pulls down her corset nervoushj. 

P/A. Your call. Madame Piaf. Madame Piaf, your cal! please. 
Piaf. Jacko! (He appears wearing a Piaf Mue suit. The y 
embrace.) What s it like out front? 

Jacko. Electric. 

Piaf. Buggers think I can’t make it. 

Jacko. Not a bit. They love you, same as ever. 

Piaf. Well I don’t give thein no shit — remember thât, kîd, 
give em the real thing. Mm, you*re lovely — you can sing tcx>! 
Jacko. I don t know about that. 

Piaf. Now don’t piss on yourself, plenty do that for you — 

how do I look? 

Jacko. Bloodÿ good.. .will that stuff stay on? 

P/A. Madame Piaf ...your call, please ... your call. Madame 

Piaf. . .thank you. 

PIAF pâmes . 

Jacko. OK, love. Ifs OK. 
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Piaf. Youll be there? 

Jacko. Right where you can see me. 

Pïak Sure. ( Pulls herse If together. ) Go on. I just need a 
minute to... get it together. 

He & ves her a sharp look, but goes. PIAF injects herself. 
Big musical build.. .“HYMNE A L’AMOUR.” 


P/A. Under the directions of Michel Desmoulins... with 
the Orchestre Bourre... we proudly présent.. .Edith Piaf!! 

Music changes to LA VIE EN ROSE. 

PIAF rnoves to microphone. She acknowledges applause, laugh- 
mg her throaty, inviting laugh. She announces the name 
of composer and lyricist.. .and then sings “LA VIE EN 


At the encl of the song PIAF accepts applause, bowing, 

and waving with a icarm smile. 

Sharp hght change. PlAF’s manner changes in mid-smile. 
lhe radiant charm disappears and she looks ttp, her face 
murderous. 


Piaf. Kill .the fucking lights! And where was the follow spot 
.. .1 m not that small! Just do what you’re fucking paid for. 

The MANAGER enters. 


in . ^ NAGER * . .magnîficent! Were waiting for you 

ferven7n?r 0n fantastic - - -wonderful! (Embraces her 

turns to y YOUNr g \fA A? TT contract read y- • • (Goes. PIAF 
rns to iOUNG MAN, shadowy in the background. ) 

i J**"" ,.. ave ^ ou 8°* ^ (H e nods. She opens her hand But 

££££> ^ 1 ^ -- ^ • n 
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Pusher. Sony, Piaf, I darenl, you know that. 

Piaf. But I can fix it tomorrow, no trouble, 

Pusher. Can t you get it from the box office? 

Piaf. No, he wont bave it. (The PUSHER moves off . PIAF 
becomes frantic. ) Look, I must hâve a delivery. 

Pusher. 111 be round in the aftemoon. 

Piaf. No.. .no... 

She hangs on to him. He extricates himself sadly* 

Pusher. Piaf, you know better than that. Were in the saine 
boat, remember? 111 see you tomorrow. 

He goes. 

PIAF becomes agitated. She begins to shake. 

Piaf. Oh God.. .oh.. .God... 

Her mania increases. She plucks at her clothes .. .scratches ... 
shivers . . .hearns as, if to be sick ... whimpers. She crouches 
.. .holding. Then goes Mo a violent fit. An Mondant 
enfers. She fights htm off saoagely , screeching and terri¬ 
fie d He cuffs her and carnes her off . 


SCENE SEVEN 

A room ai the Ritz. JACKO omtage. PIAF enters 9 m m «w 

jacket, her hair combed. 

Piaf. How do I rate? 

Tacko. Fan-bloody-tastîc. ^ 

Piaf. So you’d pay for an aD-nighter, eh. 

Jacko. You can hâve one now if you hke. 

Piaf. Why, you got an érection.. .ha ha... 

Jacko. ( embracing her fondïy ) ïtl keep. 
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c^TlEKRp" 8 - l} Ü ke Ü ' Keep * in ‘ (FIAF screams wel - 

a good ghl? RE PlCkS ^ UP> SWingS heT T0Und -) Has she been 
Piaf. Cross me heart. 

Jacko. a very good girl. Champagne? 

the apartrnent at ** ^ ^ y ° U d ° ing “ a hotel? 1 went to 

Jacko. Slight problem with the bills.. .no gas. 

iaf. And I wanted an omelette. 

Pierre. So you move into the Ritz? 

OK br ° ke! {JACK0 P*»* the drinks -) 

started Uha haVe y ° U C ° me Up with? 1 can>t wait t0 § et 
Pierre^ Piaf.. .1 hâve to know. Is it finished? 

Whendowesta^'bo t S s? finiShed ' A ” 1 ^ nOW is the WOrk 

I car^rp-ef Piaf ’ lt>s boun d to take a little time. (slight pause) 
can t get any bookmgs. T hey don t want to know. ’ 

Piaf. I ve told you, I’m off the shit. 
pierre. WeVe tried eveiything. Nobody’s playing. 

*"** her JACKO Proffers the 

fhey want^ ïf playing ' ^ » thats the way 

promis & 40 pr ° ve wel] P™e it. We’Il do the 

^r.ZetheZ^J^ ***** ^ ~ feel J * 6 a 

Jacko. Right, love. 

Piaf. Give Michel a rine Fdr!i> m j 

” me “” ss 

«erre I don t know. It may be difficult. 

stay on <£* v*™’* ' ? ey11 001116 to see if I can 

dty y we get 311 * e publi - 

weVe d°ne it before, we can do itTgJnf‘ ^ ‘ ' 

.. .that wa sa Img^imTago WeV^all ' jJ^ Ve ! ling ov emight 
do it - IF we do it g • Were ail older. (silence) If we 
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Piaf. Thanks, boss! . , u 

Pierre. I said M iT.. .1 hoid the purse. No runrnng up debts, 
no freeloaders, no private shows, parties, subs, ban outs 
youVe got to start holding on to something. 

Piaf. I know, I know... 

Pierre. If you know so much, why dont you do some ing 
about it? Ifs just common sense, Edith! 

A hush. 

Piaf. Sure. I know. I made a mess of it with the shit. 

Jacko. (after a pause) You OK, love? 

She nods.. Jurns to PIERRE. 


Piaf. Can t get me the booking, eh? Been trying, hâve you, 

or is it second thoughts time? 

Pierre. What do you mean? 

Piaf. Where were you when I was in the wxxiy bm; 

Pierre. Look, Piaf, Ive explained to you — 

Piap. That’s right.. .yo» had a lot on. Wha. w, h your «w 
.partaient.. .your portfolio...not to mention ail your new 
clients. I hear you’re collecting glass now. 

Pierre. What’s wrong with that? . , j inn „ 

Piaf, (to JACKO, jocuhr) Never asks us to his little di 

parties. , . 

Pierre. Only because I know you wouldn t corne. 

Piaf. Look, Ive never tried to - 
Piaf. You never draw breath! Get it tog 
trick, lunch with the accountant once a week. Fuc yo 
erandmother to get that fur-collared ® vercoa ' _ 
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A silence. 


Pœrre. ( at last) Who told you that? 

Jacko. Leave it, love. 

andïïli^g 1 riSht '‘' rm SOny - But We ’ re not aI1 int0 buying 

Pierre. You sell your voice. 

Piaf. That’s a Iaugh. 

4!r E w Y n a r bec ^ Se , y0u fuck about. (He is deeply angry.) 
Piaf. Well, I m rubbish, aren’t I? 

Jacko. Don t worry, love, you’II never be a lady. 

thevTef 2 T / 1S r ht th ^f- ° b IVe seen ’ em > the ^dies. If 
^ i T- a f they take out on a day’s shop- 
an § n , sb a blt of tbe other, might give the old man 

an excuse nslc their investment. You look in the stores, any 

4tSS?:j ere t u y a11 areatthehandba § counters ' If *4 

not tha tT V ^ $ 1° Uœ there WOuldn>t be 80 many wais... 

not that they d be any good at it, too fucking mean. They think 

S £ * the Iot of Hah.. .it’s le 2 

story about the man who goes to see his mate, d’you know it? 

new S< T S °f th j d °° r and tbe wife answers and she says: ‘Ew 

thTfoïl” ï raid ° a 1 Wn ’ t see bim-he’s dead.’ ‘Dead?’ says 
the feller. He can’t be, he’s got my big chisel.’ (They laugh.) 

Wo ... well go on as we are. Just get me the bookings love. 
PIErre rises, approaches her. 

Pierre. Edith, I hâve to know. Is it over? 

Piaf. ( Looks into his eyes, candiÆy. ) Y es love. It’s finished. 

PIERRE embrace, her Htses tler m bùth w 

PMiT l “ P “t ,A ? K0 ‘ and b* t*”™ PIERRE off. 
PIAF pushes up her sleeve for a fix. 


SCENE EIGHT 

Open stage. The MANAGER eatec. crasses to nàcrophoee. 


P 


Reprise of Scene One. 

Manager. (Testing the microphone.) One, two, three.*. 

(He mises his head.) Ladies and gentlemen, I give you... 
your own... Piaf! 

He gestures, icith a sharp glance off, and goes. PIAF appears. 
S he sings the first few bars of LA VIE EN ROSE a 
breaks down. The MANAGER appears. 

PiAF.(struggling) Get your fucking hands off me, I aint 
done nothing yet... 

Light change. MANAGER enters again, as before. 

Manager. Ladies and gentlemen, I give you.. .your own... 
Piaf! 


Musical intro. LA VILLE INCONNUE. PIAF appears, as- 
sisted on by JACKO. S he pauses, but rrnkes it to the 
microphone. Then stands, as if unaware of her surround- 
ings. Misses opening, MANAGER and JACKO run on to 

assist her off. 

Piaf. ( Mumbles, as theij lead her away.) What is it... 
where’s the song? 

BLACKOUT. The MANAGER appears, as before. 


Manager. Ladies and gentlemen, I give you.. .your own... 
Piaf! 


JACKO has to assist her onstage. Frail and trembling, she 
seems lost onstage, and terrified by ^ 
she approaches the microphone otûy to 
floor. JACKO and the MANAGER run on. JACKO kneeis 

Résidé het* his face ülermed. 



PlA f ', (Looks up at him, returning to consciousness, 
murs.) Ail right, love.. .ali right.. .I’m still here. 

JACKO carries her offstage. 

BLACKOUT 


mur- 


SCENE NINE 

PIAF’s room in a nursing home. JACKO, spruce in blue suit, 
toith flowers and présents, arrives and waits. 

A NURSE enters, tcheeling PIAF in a wheelchair. JACKO 
turns and is shocked by her appearance. PIAF is aware 


Nome. Oh how lovely! Aren’t you a lueky girl! Shall I 
lld\hi em ' i/e!* tükeS the 1 lowers -) lovely! AU fresh 

hfr briefly g ) She ê0€S ' ' y<>Ung aUd Pretty - JACK0 looks 
Piaf. Nice girl. 

J P “HT ? ' '^ es ' * 5 u P set by her appearance.) 

Piaf. They Iet you in then? 

Jacko. Try keeping me out. 

were ' TO,tlns 

Jacko. OK.. .fine. 

Piaf . Good faottses? 

Jacko. Smashing... eighty per cent last night. 

x ÏAF. CjrOOd! 

Jacko. WelL .. Friday. 

Piaf. Still good though. 


Short silence . 
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Jacko. Did you get any sleep? 

Piaf. I had to ask them for something. 

Jacko. Fil hâve a word with them. 

Piaf. I wish you would. . .1 can’t get any sense out ot them. 
(She turns away > and he looks at her , his alarm leaking ou .) 
Piaf, (turning hack) So, ifs going ail right? 

Jacko. Yeah, very good. , 

Piaf. I told you you d be ail right. Any more news about me 

tour? 

Jacko. Yeah.. .but nothing corne of it. 

Piaf. What d you mean? 

Jacko. The. . .tenus werent right. 

Piaf. What do you mean? Ifs a nurnber one tour, are you 

nuts or something? 

Jacko. Fm not going. 

Piaf. You bloody are. You are if I say so. 


Sr-àtf And whoTbe «-ta.- ta. 

it in my face when the time cornes? Dont be a : , . ie .. 


they won’t ask you twice. 

Jacko. Piaf, I am not leaving you. 

Piaf. Why, whafs the matter, hâve they told you Img g 
to fucking die or something? Well hâve they; 


Jacko. No, of course not. 
Piaf. What did they say? 
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l °°k at her. She smiles briefly, and looks away. Pause. 

com^; , Wel i ' ‘ 3S far “ that ëoes...I suppose itH hâve to 
corne out in the open. 

Jacko. What do you mean? 

I mpan ^ ™® e V w ’ ? Id son ~ haven’t y°u seen it coming? 
lZ( Fl °underssli g htly) ... that s why they ... haveJt 

hÎ lov2v S w yOU “• Didn ’ t y0u see him...the orderly? He’s 
favourifp y y°ü know they Ve always been my 

r T \°h’, there s been some real fun and games... 

Jacko. I don t believe it. 

IUCk ° n yOU then - (He tries *0 take her hand but 
™n?o™ mWS ^ Get the meSSa § e ’ *>"• You’ve had a good 

He turns away, upset, then looks at her, blinking with shock. 

!V v Kste ®- YouVe got a lovely tone, but lift.. .lift. 

youte sbi JZfh r diCÜOn ’ Ü n6ver hmts to hear what 
those evef'nf 8 ° Ut ’ nev f r mind t ^ le A and R wizards. My God, 
luck y sZ 0 tr^ yO l Wk ’ em Here - • -sometog to 

head SnfT Cr ° 5S ° f St Theresa - He beruShis 

drats heTL^lfïn t T " to ^ c/î but with- 

us aldss W ' } nght l0VG ’ 311 ri ê ht - Now corne on, give 

’ZnJZrîZs. h ‘ m ^ 

Piaf. Go on, piss off... I need a kip. 
tjACKo. (going . . . turns) Look if there’s anything . . . any 

But she waves him off irritnhln n» , 

aumiUn ^ Th * NVRS £ tZTL-îtS. 

A^nTttey tov*' Therel ^LT ‘ k™ y ° U lea ™ 
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Piaf. What? 

Nurse. Youknow. 

Piaf. Who? 

Nurse. The foreign boy. 

Piaf. What does he want? 

Nurse. Nobody knows - we’ve been trying to find out but 
he’s so shy! I think what he really wants is to see you. 

Piaf. Are you kidding? 

Nurse. I said I’d ask. j . 

Piaf. Oh, tell him me fanny s dropped off and I m havmg 

a transplant! 

Nurse. I shan’t say anything of the sort. (She Haies FIA 
up.) There, that’s better. 

Piaf. What’s he look like? „ 

Nurse. I keep telling you, he’s very handsome! 7 ou eould 
just thank him... just for a minute. He s been every day. 

Piaf. Oh, ail right.. .just for a minute. Only for you, though. 
And he’d better be good-looking. (The NURSE gœs.) Fnghten 
him for life. ( She scratches weakly at her hoir, wheels Jersey 
across the room, tums the chair and bends, anchoringit. JHEU 
enters, and stands shyly, carrying a small bunch of ) 

(Her head bent, putting the brake on the chair.) \\elî, now 
youve seen me. What’s the matter, died of shock. (She tums 
to look at him. They look at each other. A pause. At last ) 
What’s in it for y on, Md? 

Théo. I dont want anything. 

Piaf. Ah, corne off it. 


Théo. No. 

Piaf. Corne on... 
Théo. We-ell — 

Piaf. Ahaha. 


Théo. Perhaps. .to be near yon. 

Piaf. Why? What for? . . . T . mp 

Théo. I dont know. (pause) 1 like »t. (pause) It imkes me 
happy ( They look at each other. Then she gets a fit of cough- 
ing^At once Lis at her nde.tviping her rnouth gently, givmg 
her a drink, quiet and unhurried. ) 

Piaf. Thanks, kid. What’s your name? 
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Théo. Théo. Theophanis Lambouskas. 

Piaf. ( splutters, laughing) That’ll hâve to go for a start. 
Tell me about yourself, Théo. 

Théo. I hâve seen ail your concerts. Olympia.. Lyons.. Bor¬ 
deaux. 

Piaf . Oh, Bordeaux.. not so hot. 

Théo. I wanted to corne in America but that was not possible 
* ■ actually it was the money. 

Piaf. I sang thirty songs in the Carnegie Hall. They ap- 
plauded for twenty minutes. That’s a long time. (She puis out 
a hand, touches lus cheek.) YouVe a nice-Iooking boy, Théo. 

She pats her haïr, conscious of fier appearance. 

Théo. Y ou vvant I should do your h air? 

He takes out a comb and moves behind her, smoothing her haïr 
icith swift elegance. 


Piaf, (in admiration) Oh, youre a hairdersser. Theres not 

a lot ïeft, Fm afraid. 

Théo. (quiet and absorhed) We shall do miracles. (He 
bends over her, and they embrace . He helps her to her feet 
and she walks to the microphone and lifts her cnppled hands, 
her eyes shining . ) 

Piaf. Ladies and gentlemen.. .ladies and gentlemen, I don’t 
deserve such happiness. Ladies and gentlemen, I would like to 
présent my husband.. .Théo Sarapo! (She calls off, throaty 
aml commanding.) Théo! (He cornes on and she kisses him. 
PIAF sings NON, JE NE REGRETTE RIEN. ) 

F Ti£ n îd^ E ? Wng ’ t0 & ether - - A QUOI CA SERT L’A¬ 
MOUR. PIAF takes the end of the song alone. 


SCENE TEN 

PIAFs room in the South of France. THEO is tucking her into 

the wheelchair . 
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Piaf. Who was it? 

Théo. A visitor, darling. The nurse will see to it. 

Piaf. Did she say who it was? 

Théo. An old friend, from Belleville. .Toinette? 

Piaf. Toine.. .old Toine? Never. Where is she, fetch her in 
. .Toine? 

Théo. I think the nurse has sent her away. 

Toine. ( enters) Ede? (bumping into THEO) Where are 


you? 

Piaf. Over here. 

Toine. Is it you? , ^ 

Piaf. Well who the fuck dyou think it is, Im not dead yet 
Christ, you’ve put on weight. Let's hâve a look at you. How 

dyou find me? 

Toine. I took a train. 

Piaf. Here... Théo. (Takes his«hand.) Well, what do you 
think of him? 

Toine. I heard you was married. 

Piaf. Corne on, no farting about, what d you think? 

Toine. He’s a bit young. ,, „ « 

Puf. (throaty laugh) Never think she was an old Belle- 

ville streetwalker, would you? 


Piaf. Oh, Christ you never could take a joke. Give her a 

drink - you still drink, dont you? 

Toine. Only wine. , , , t . o4W 

Piaf Théo, fetch the whisky, that s what she s after. 


TOINE shakes her head at him. He nods, goes. 

Toine. ( Cornes and sits by EDITH.) How old Is he? 

Piaf. Oh, don t you worry, he s old enough. 

Toine. You don t do nothing do for * 

^ ° ,d 

DU* tell him, you huow wh« he’s «ce. H. 
thinks you ought to hâve set us up- 
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Piaf. Oh, you know me, never could hang on to nothing. 
ti , \ve had some good times eh? Remember running in and 
ont of Coco Chanel s buying two of everything. Never did pay 
that bill. 

Toine. ( Gets ont Gitanes. ) Mind if I smoke? 

Piaf. It s bad for yuh — read it in the papers. 

Toixxe. (cheerful) Oh well, you can only die once. (And 
could Dite her tongue off.) Oh, sorry. 

Piaf, (sardonic) Trust you. 

THEO returns with icine. 


Toine. Aren’t you having none, Ede? 

Théo. Edith s on a diet just now. 

Toine. Oh? Oh, I bought you some apples. (She gets in a 
mwkUe with her bag, cigarette, wine and the bag of apples.) 

.Piaf Hey you two, no getting off. ( She laughs her deep, in- 
„ ing laugh.) We could tell him a thing or two, eh, Toine? 
tier and me, we had our own band at one time. Mind you, she 
spent more time seeing fellers off out the back than we ever 
copped in fees. 

, T™. Edith! We had to eat. (Pause. TOINE looks for 
topics. ) Hey, remember that time in Milan? 

Piaf. You never came to Milan. 

Toine. Yes I did. 

Piaf. No you didn’t. 

Toine. I did! 

Piaf. You never! 


1HEO. JJarîing. 

Tr? AF ‘ l Lie % back ’ eyes closed -) It>s ail right, love.. .yeah, 

I remember. Go on ... tell him, Toine 

JT'*' We bn>USht these Chinese acrobats b ack to the hôtel 

wnere we was staymg. 

Piaf. Go on... 


i oine. i here was ever so many of ’em. 

Piaf. Tell him about the goldfish. 

Tom. 1 was going to! Anyway, thcy had this ornamental 
pond - yon know. in the foyer. We got then, ail paddling 
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catching the fish in their little shoes! (She starts to laugh, 
PIAF joins in.) We.. .we went in the kitchens, makmg brea - 
fast.. .we ad ’em on toast.. .d’you remember, Ede? 

Piaf. ( Doubled up. ) Yeah! 

Toine. Little bit of gamish.. .anchovies... 

Piaf. And noodles! , , . 

Toine. (Shrieking with laughter.) Oh Christ, I forgot about 
the noodles - they went too far there. (They hoth laugh a™ 
subside together, clasping hands. ) Oh dear! 

Piaf. . Oh dear! 

They wipe their eyes and subside. 

Toine. I forgot what we did after that. Oh yeah... I remem¬ 
ber. You tried to slash your wrists... Gawd, what a mess. 1 
was so legless I nearly let her. 

Piaf. Pity you didnt. , , , 

Toine. She was always doing that. ( She smiles m fond re- 

membrance, shaking her head.) 


Slight pause. 

Théo, (murmurs) Darling.. .no. 

Piaf. You’re right. I wouldn’t hâve met you. 

Toine. (fondlu) We got thrown out. T , , , 

Piaf. He’s lovely. I dont deserve him. (Her hands clench, 
pncking at the ru g which covers her knees. ) Go on, om , 

S °Toine. (Looks helplessly at THEO.. .she is stumped for a 
subiect.) Oh, I know. My lîtüe girl, Janine.. .the youngest... 
she s ever such a good dancer Ede. We re paying for classes 
I mean, I dont know if itTl corne to anythmg. Be mce though. 

PIAF seems to be drifting off - 

Théo. You want to sleep now? 

Piaf. No, no, go on.. .you go on. (to TOINE)...g 
Toine... 
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TOINE searches for something to tdk about. 

Toine. Uni ... yeah ... um ... ah! Remember the Boche, 
Edith? During the war? One of them Iooked me up once... I 
conldn t belieye it! He was ever so well off! (to THEO ) They 
shoved us inside.. .1 thought our number was up, I can tell 
you — well, Ede was passing messages to our chaps in the 
prison camps... (PIAFs head is bent...she seems to hâve 
ÇJtenasfeep.).. .is she ali right? (THEO drops ta his knees at 
PIAFs side.) Edith? ( THEO puis his arms about PIAF. The 
musio of LES, TROIS CLOCHES. Lights begin to fade.) 


Lights to black. 


CURTAIN CALL 


v?îi P v^rï ING LES TR0IS CLOCHES. OPTIONAL. 
PIAF REPRISES NON JE NE REGRETTE RIEN. 
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